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1\QTICLE<£,

W. E.B. DU BOI~
(f1 THE ~TQUGGLE
fOQ WOMEN~ QIGHT~=
1910~1920
Bettina Aptheker

W.E. Burghardt Du Bois (1868-1963), the founder of the modern AfroAmerican liberation movement and the father of Pan-African socialism, was a
scholar of extraordinary scope and depth. Historian, sociologist, anthropologist, essayist, poet, novelist, editor, and, above all, a teacher, Du Bois
commenced the scientific and systematic study of the Afro-American and
African peoples in an era when predominant scientific and theological
opinion held the Negro to be an inferior, if not sub-human, being. Consequently, Du Bois emerged as a pivotal and pioneering figure in the struggle for
human rights. Between 1910 and 1920 he helped to found the National
Association for the Advancement of Colored People, delivered a major
address on "The Negro Race in the United States of America" at the First
Universal Races Congress in London in 1911, and convened the world's first
Pan-African Congress in Paris in 1919. He edited The Crisis magazine in his
capacity as Director of Research and Propaganda for the NAACP, while
publishing four books, editing three others, delivering dozens of speeches and
writing scores of essays, editorials, reviews, parables and poems. A conspicuous theme in much of this work was the subjugation of women, most
especially black women, within the social, cultural and personal milieu of
contemporary America.
Du Bois was not unique among black men in his appeal for the
humanization of woman. As a consequence of the special abuses suffered by
black women under slavery, especially sexual abuses, an understanding of the
oppression of women forms an important part of the black experience in the
United States. And, pride in womanhood is a significant aspect of the black
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heritage. Tributes celebrating the intellectual capability and moral fibre of the
black woman appeared with regularity . 1 Writing in 1893 the black physician
M.A. Majors extolled the "triumphs and activities" of the black woman:
The criterion for Negro civilization is the intelligence, purity and high
motives of its woman. The highest mark of our prosperity and the
strongest proofs of Negro capacity to master the sciences and fine arts,
are evinced by the advanced positions to which Negro women have
attained. 2
The black minister Alexander Crummell, whom Du Bois knew and loved,
described the abuse of black women under slavery in a lecture on "The Black
Woman in the South" in the late 1880's:
In her girlhood all the delicate tenderness of her sex has been rudely
outraged. In the field, in the rude cabin, in the pressroom, in the
factory, she was thrown into the companionship of coarse and ignorant
men. No chance was given her for delicate reserve or tender modesty.
From her girlhood she was the doomed victim of the grossest passion.
All the virtues of her sex were utterly ignored. If the instinct of chastity
asserted itself, then spe had to fight like a tiger and oftimes had to
suffer pain and lacerations for her virtuous self-assertion. When she
reached maturity, all the tender instincts of her womanhood were
ruthlessly violated. At the age of marriage,-always prematurely anticipated under slavery-she was mated as stock of the plantation were
mated, not to be the companion of a loved and chosen husband, but to
be the breeder of human cattle for the field or the auction. 3
Du Bois' contribution to the struggle for woman's emancipation was
three-fold. He originated theoretical ideas on the nature of woman's oppression and liberation, he gave practical and consistent support to the woman's
rights movement, and he focused special attention on the particular suffering
of black women.
Du Bois' most important book from the point of view of his concern with
woman's emancipation was Darkwater, published in 1920. In his chapter on
"The Damnation of Women" Du Bois declared that "The uplift of woman is,
next to the problem of the color line and the peace movement, our greatest
modern cause." 4 A striking feature of this essay was its affinity with
contemporary socialist thought. Du Bois appeared to have been particularly
influenced by Charlotte Perkins Gilman, whose classic study of Women and
Economics was first published in 1898. 5 Thus, Du Bois described what he
called the "unendurable paradox" of woman's position in society:
The world wants healthy babies and intelligent workers. Today we
refuse to allow the combination and force thousands of intelligent
workers to go childless at a horrible expenditure of moral force, or we
damn them if they break our idiotic conventions. Only at the sacrifice
of intelligence and the chance to do their best work can the majority of
modern women bear children. This is the damnation of women. {164).
He then proposed the following solution: "The future woman must have a
life work and economic independence. She must have knowledge. She must
have the right to motherhood at her own discretion." {164-65). Describing
the vast increase in the numbers of working women, but noting that many
people were demanding that women return to home and children, Du Bois
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hailed "the revolt of white women" which, he said, had now reached
"splendid proportions." ( 182). He continued: .. We cannot abolish the new
economic freedom of women. We cannot imprison women again in a home or
require them all on pain of death to be nurses and housekeepers." ( 181 ).
Exploring the further dimensions of woman's oppression, Du Bois noted
that he could recall dearly four women in his childhood:
my mother, cousin Inez, Emma, and Ide Fuller. They represented the
problem of the widow, the wife, the maiden and the outcast .... They
existed not for themselves, but for men; they were named after men to
whom they were related and not after the fashion of their own souls.
They were not beings, they were relations and these relations were
en filmed with mystery and secrecy. ( 163).
In an unusually perceptive, though brief passage. Du Bois expressed the
view that in the liberation of woman, men would also achieve liberation from
the "freedom" to dehumanize and plunder woman:
The present mincing horror at free womanhood must pass if we are ever
to be rid of the bestiality of free manhood; not by guarding the weak in
weakness do we gain strength, but by making weakness free and strong.
(165).
Du Bois' essay focused on the particular damnation of black women upon
whom "the crushing weight of slavery fell." ( 169). Describing the horrors of
the sexual abuse they endured, quoting at length from the essay by Alexander
Crummell on the conditions of black women in the South, DuBois raged:
I shall forgive the white South much in its final judgment day: I shall
forgive its slavery, for slavery is a world-old habit; I shall forgive its
fighting for a well-lost cause, and for remembering that struggle with
tender tears; I shall forgive its so-called "pride of race," that passion of
its hot blood, and even its dear, old laughable strutting and posing; but
one thing I shall never forgive, neither in this world nor the world to
come: its wanton and continued and persistent insulting of black
womanhood which it sought and seeks to prostitute to its lust. (172).
Appreciating the implications of Crummell's analysis of the black woman as
worker, Du Bois observed that the result of this history of abuse was both
"fearful and glorious":
It has birthed the haunting prostitute, the brawler, and the beast of
burden; but it has also given the world an efficient womanhood, whose
strength lies in its freedom and whose chastity was won in the teeth of
temptation and not in prison and swaddling clothes. ( 172-73).
In apprehending one of the great ironies of slavery, Du Bois asserted that
because black women had been forced to labor in the fields and forced to
suffer all the punishments meted out to men, they had attained an equality
with men unknown to their white counterparts. "Our women in black," Du
Bois concluded, "had freedom thrust contemptuously upon them." (185).
Having attained this freedom, this independence from men, black women
were in a position to give leadership to the whole struggle for woman's
emancipation and "have a vast influence on the thought and action of this
land." (185).
Thus, in _this ess<ly on "The Damnation of Women," Du Bois combined the
socialist theory of Charlotte Perkins Gilman with Alexander Crummell's
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analysis of the black experience, and so projected a new theory which saw in
the independence of black women, the actuality of the emancipation of all
women. The obvious practical implications of this theoretical conclusion was
the possibility of and necessity for an alliance between the two freedom
movements: "When now ... these movements-woman and color-combine
in one, the combination has deep meaning." (181).
The depth of that meaning was explored by Du Bois in a parable about
"The Princess of Hither Isles," also published in Darkwater. The Hither Isles
were "flat and cold and swampy," wrote Du Bois, and the white princess sat
upon her throne, "lonely, and full weary of the monotone of life." She
longed to journey to the Yonder Kingdom "on the mountainside, where the
sun shone warm." So the princess was glad when the king of Yonder
Kingdom approached her throne and bid her accompany him as his wife .
Still, she noticed that she did not love the pale, colorless man and "could not
love him," although she tried to feign pleasure and excitement at his arrival
and proposal. (75). As the princess sat upon her throne trying to decide what
course to pursue, a black beggar passed by far below her, making his way
through the slime and cold of the swamp. The beggar and the princess looked
at one another:
and she shivered forward on her silver seat~ he looked upon her full and
slow and suddenly she saw within that formless black and burning face
the same soft, glad gleaming of utter understanding, seen so many times
before. She saw the suffering of endless years and endless love that
softened it. She saw the burning passion of the sun and with it the cold,
unbending duty-deeds of upper air. All she had seen and dreamed of
seeing in the rising, blazing sun she saw now again, and with it myriads
more of human tenderness, of longing, und of love. (77).
The princess went with the king of Yonder Kingdom, but always the king
cast a shadow over her, and between her and the black beggar who followed
far behind. When they arrived at the mountain's "topmost peak," the king
"bent to the bowels of the earth and bared its golden entrails,-all green and
gray and rusted." (78).
The black man "whirled his slim back against the glory of the setting sun
and stood somber in his grave majesty enhaloed and transfigured, outstretching his long arms, and around all heaven glittered jewels in a cloth of gold."
(78). The princess saw him "moaned in mad amaze, then with one wilful
wrench she bared the white flowers of her breast and snatching forth her own
red heart held it with one hand aloft while with the other she gathered her
robe and poised herself." (78).
The king became suddenly aware of the black man's presence and his
effect upon the princess. "It's a nigger!" he screamed. "It's neither God nor
man, but a nigger!" (79).
The princess stepped forward toward the black beggar and toward the
distant shore behind him where she could see the mighty empire of the' Sun.
The king grabbed his sword and cried out: "Never! for such blasphemy and
defilement and the making of all evil." Then the king raised his sword and
with all the strength at his command he struck the "little white heart-holding
hand until it flew armless and disbodied up through the sunlit air." (79).
Du Bois ended his parable this way:

II
Then up from the soul of the princess welled a cry of dark
despair ,-such a cry as only babe-raped mothers know and murdered
loves. Poised on the crumbling edge of that great nothingness the
princess hung, hungering with her eyes and straining her fainting ears
against the awful splendor of the sky.
Out from the slime and shadows groped the king, thundering:
"Back-don't be a fool!"
But down through the thin ether thrilled the still and throbbing
warmth of heaven's sun. whispering "Leap!"
And the princess leapt. (79-80).
Throughout the long campaign for woman's suffrage. and afterwards as
well, Du Bois sought to develop a relationship with the organized woman's
rights movement, and he took every opportunity to forge a link between the
two struggles to free the black people and to liberate all women. The greatest
obstacle to a successful alliance (in Du Bois' opinion) was white racism in the
woman's movement which so antagonized the black, community that it
prevented black men from voting for suffrage. DuBois-warned the leaders of
the suffrage movement that their efforts were being gravely undercut because
of racism. 6 At the same time he counseled black people to support the
suffrage movement because it was part of a great struggle for human
emancipation. In his speech before the National American Woman Suffrage
Association in 19I2, Du Bois said:
The advocates of woman suffrage have continually been in great danger
of asking the ballot not because they are citizens, but. because they
occupy a certain social position, are of a certain grade of intelligence, or
are "white." Continually it has been said in America, "If Paupers and
Negroes vote why not college-bred women of wealth and position?"
The assumption is that such a woman has superior rights to have her
interests represented in the nation and that Negroes and Paupers have
few rights which society leaders are bound to respect .... Such
argument ... is both false and dangerous, and while its phrasing may be
effective at times it represents a climbing of one class on the misery of
another. 7
Du Bois' speech, an extensive and carefully reasoned argument for
woman's enfranchisement, was published as a pamphlet by the Woman's
Suffrage Association. Some months later, perhaps with more hopeful optimism than reality, Du Bois informed readers of The Crisis that he thought
racism in the woman suffrage movement had been largely set back. "Let
every black man and woman," Du Bois wrote, "fight for the new democracy
which knows no race or sex."B
Du Bois championed the woman's cause in the pages ef The Crisis. He
devoted two issues entirely to the question of suffrage 9 and wrote numerous
editorials urging black men to vote for it. 1 0 His argument was succinctly
stated in September, 1912, and remained consistent throughout the campaign:
Why should the colored voter be interested in woman's suffrage? There
are three cogent reasons. First, it is a great human question. Nothing
human must be foreign, uninteresting or unimportant to colored
citizens ·or the world. Whatever concerns half mankind concerns us.
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Secondly, any agitation, discussion or reopening of the problem of
voting must inevitably be a discussion of the right of black folk to vote
in America and Africa .
. . . Finally votes for women mean votes for black women .... The
enfranchisement of these women will not be a mere doubling of our
vote and voice in the nation; it will tend to stronger and more normal
political life, the rapid dethronement of the heeler and the grafter, and
the making of politics a method of broadest philanthropic race
betterment, rather than a disreputable means of private gain. 11
When women marching for suffrage in Washington, D.C. in the spring of
1913 were attacked by furious mobs of white men, Du Bois wrote an
editorial in The Crisis titled "Hail Columbia!," in which he excoriated the
uncontrollable crowd of hoodlums, "many of them in uniform." He noted
with considerable pride that black men present on the scene did not partake
in the mob action, and quoted from several leaders of the suffrage movement
who attested to this fact. DuBois ended his editorial this way:
White men are on the firing line, and if they don't want white women
for wives they will at least keep them for prostitutes. Beat them back,
keep them down; flatter them, call them "visions of loveliness" and tell
them that the place for woman is in the home, even if she hasn't got a
home. If she is homely or poor or made the mistake of being born with
brains, and begins to protest at the doll's house or the bawdy house,
kick her and beat her and insult her until in terror she slinks back to her
kennel or walks the midnight streets. Don't give in; don't give her
power; don't give her a vote whatever you do. Keep the price of women
down; make them weak and cheap.
Shall the time ever dawn in this land of the brave when a free white
American citizen may not buy as many women as his purse permits?
Perish the thought and Hail Columbia, happy landP 2
In April, 1915 Harriet Stanton Blatch, daughter of Elizabeth Cady Stanton
(one of the originators of the woman's rights movement in the U.S.), wrote to
Du Bois asking if he would be one of the sponsors of a centennial committee
planning a celebration of the one hundredth anniversary of Mrs. Stanton's
birth. Du Bois responded promptly and affirmatively, saying: "I should
regard it as an honor." 13 Ten years later Margaret Sanger, pioneer advocate
of birth control, wrote to Du Bois asking him to send a message to be read at
the Sixth International Neo-Malthusian and Birth Control Conference, "to
either encourage us to continue our work, or to express your frank opinion of
what we should do and how to do it." DuBois sent the following statement:
Next to the abolition of war in modern civilization comes the
regulation of birth by reason and common sense instead of by chance
and ignorance. The solution for both of these problems of human
advance is so perfectly clear and easily accomplished that it is only kept
back by the stupidity of mankind, the utter refusal of even educated
persons to face the problem frankly. While this is, in the highest degree,
discouraging, it is on the other hand, encouraging to know that only
"light, more light" is needed and here as elsewhere we have simply to
keep everlastingly at it to bring ultimate triumph. 14
It was in his defense of black women that Du Bois concentrated his

13

attention. Three significant research projects under Du Bois' tutelage at
Atlanta University focused on the neglects and needs of black women, and
their special contributions to society in general and the black community in
particular. Three of Du Bois' four books written in this period-his novel The
Quest of the Silver Fleece, Darkwater, and The Gift of Black Folk-have as
central themes the oppression of black women.
The novel is set in and around a swamp in Toomsville, Alabama, in the
post-Reconstruction period. In the words of one critic:
Du Bois delivers his message through his fictional characters, dissecting both black belt Alabama and the larger culture which created
it .... The novel is in the genre of Frank Norris' wheat epics (The
Octopus and The Pit) for Du Bois uses cotton as the great force which
controls the black man's destiny. However, the lasting value of The
Quest of the Silver Fleece is its expression of Negritude. The real "silver
fleece" is not in the cotton fields, but in the souls of black folk. 15
However well he knew the souls of black folk, DuBois also knew something
of the souls of white folk. Through his depiction of the white men in this
story-the cotton king Colonel Creswell, his son Harry, the Northern financier
John Taylor-Du Bois sought to show the interrelationship between male
supremacy and white supremacy. Du Bois depicted their treatment of
women, including their own wives, as though the women were non-entities to
be seduced, laced with pretty things, and manipulated if they possessed either
wealth or influence.
The only white person in the book with any redeeming qualities to speak
of was a woman, Sarah Smith. She was the New England school teacher
working in the South to educate black children. Du Bois portrayed her as a
heroic figure, battling with uncompromising determination against seemingly
hopeless odds to maintain the school. The central character in the novel was
the black girl Zora, and the story was, in fact, a celebration of her birth as
woman. Through Zora's strength, courage, beauty and intelligence Du Bois
envisioned the rebirth of a people.
In the pages of The Crisis DuBois continued to champion the cause of the
black woman. When she was abused, he exposed it. Typical was his scathing
report in July 1911 {p. 100) of the lynching of a black woman and her
sixteen-year old son in Oklahoma in the summer of 1911, after both were
accused of killing the sheriff. A few months later, he denounced the Christian
state of Virginia for permitting the execution of a sixteen-year old black girl
named Virginia Christian, charged with the murder of the woman for whom
she was a servant. (September 1912, pp. 237 -39).
When Black women contributed to the struggle, Du Bois praised their
efforts. He reported the appointment of Coralie F. Cook to the Board of
Education in Washington, D.C. (July 1914, pp. 117-18). He called attention
to Mrs. Ella E. Ryan of Tacoma, Washington, editor of The Forum, a
newspaper read almost entirely by white people but strong on questions of
segregation and racism since Mrs. Ryan was a black woman. (February 1915,
pp. 169-70). He paid tribute to the black educator, Hallie Quinn Brown: "Of
all present forces among colored women she is perhaps the strongest and most
far-reaching." (August 1914, p. 171 ).
As the decade drew to a close it was clear that the triumph of woman's
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imminent. Carrie Chapman Catt described the moment:

lt is doubtful if any man, even among suffrage men, ever realized

what the suffrage struggle came to mean to women before the end was
allowed in America .... Not all women in all the States of the Union
were in the struggle. There were some women in every state who knew
nothing about it. But most women in all the states were at least on the
periphery of its efforts and interest when they were not in the heart of
it. To them all its success became a monumental thing. 16
For black women too, the time of triumph was a moment to remember. The
summer of 1919 saw an intensification of racist pogroms and lynch terror of
such proportions that it became known to contemporaries as "The Red
Summer." Black women especially launched special efforts to stem what one
black woman described as "the tide of hatred." 17 And in The Crisis DuBois
urged the black people to defend themselves: "when the armed lynchers
gather, we too must gather armed." 18
As woman's suffrage neared reality, Southern advocates of racist subjugation perceived the dynamics of the situation clearly. Senator LeeS. Overman
of North Carolina, addressing his colleagues six days after the submission of
the Federal Woman's Suffrage Amendment to the states for ratification,
condemned it as a reaffirmation of the Fifteenth Amendment:
I wonder if this is appreciated throughout the South? This latter
Amendment simply goes a step further than the Fifteenth Amendment.
In addition to saying that the right of suffrage shall not be abridged by
reason of race, color or previous condition of servitude the new
Amendment adds the word "sex." The language is not identical, but it
is evident that the Woman Suffrage resolution is a postscript to the
former Amendment which we have always opposed in the South. 19
In the final months of struggle to secure ratification of the Federal
Woman's Suffrage Amendment, Frederick Douglass' words, uttered fifty
years before, that woman's suffrage "depended upon the preliminary success
of Negro suffrage" 20 echoed with chilling accuracy. Those who sought to
defeat woman suffrage determined to unite the Southern states in endorsing
an opposing resolution. They required the endorsement of thirteen states to
stop the Amendment. In the end ten states opposed ratification of woman's
suffrage: Delaware, Florida, Georgia, Mississippi, Alabama, South Carolina,
North Carolina, Maryland, Louisiana, and Virginia. 21
Symbolic perhaps of what the whole century of struggle had been about,
the last battle for ratification was fought in the former slave-holding state of
Tennessee which, according to the conservative estimates of the NAACP, had
witnessed the lynching of two hundred and sixty-eight human beings, seven
of them women, since 1882.22 After a bitter struggle in which enfranchisement of black people was a pivotal issue, the Tennessee Legislature voted its
approval of the Woman Suffrage Amendment on August 18, 1920.
With woman's suffrage finally accomplished. black women by the thousands registered to vote. Within a few days literacy tests, civil service-type
examinations, proof of birth and a myriad of other devices were invented to
prevent black women from registering, and in many instances to arrest them
on trumped up charges of .. perjury" when they sought to register. William
Pickens, on the staff of the NAACP, wrote about the new betrayal and
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concluded with an appeal to the white women of the United States:
Every method has been employed against the colored man, up to "red
shirt," and "ku klux" campaigns .... In some districts a colored man
seals his death warranfby even attempting to register. Nothing in the
code of "Southern Chivalry" will prevent similar treatment of colored
women. Will the women of the United States who know something at
least of disfranchisement tolerate such methods to prevent intelligent
colored women from voting?2 3
W.E.B. DuBois, ever the prophet, hailed the victory or woman's suffrage even
as he wrote:
To think that we had to wait until 1920 for the Woman Suffrage ....
Yet in this very fact lies hope for us: A civilization that required
nineteen centuries to recognize the Rights of Women can confidently
be expected some day to abolish the color line. 24
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H

ong Kong is a small place geographically, yet it exhibits tremendous
cultural diversity. From 1949 to the present, the refugees pouring in
from China have adhered to the values of "old China," the values of
Confucianism. At the same time, Hong Kong, a British Colony and a trade
center, is exposed through media, through the market place, and through
government to Western values and technology. The juxtaposition of eastern
and western cultures, of old China and new China, have created stresses for
youth, who must accommodate discrepant cultural expectations from parents, peers, teachers, and employers.
The students at United College reflect these stresses in their beliefs and
feelings about politics, religion, marriage, family, child rearing, social problems, education, and similar topics of sociological interest. These students are
not representative of all Hong Kong youth, since entry to the University is
highly selective. Last year over 9,400 students sat for the written entrance
examinations. Of these, 30%, or 2,600 students, passed those examinations.
These 2,600 students then underwent extensive personal interviews and 900
were chosen to constitute the freshman class, less than I 0% of those who
originally applied for entrance. The social and cultural stresses such students
encounter, therefore, represent the experiences of the intellectual, academically privileged Chinese youth living in this British colony.
Such youths come mainly from traditional Chinese families with a
value-orientation consistent with Confucianism, including a great respect hr
scholarship, a high level of sex-role differentiation, an adherence to filial
piety, ·and a great protectiveness and sheltering of children. Family life, in
fact, is primarily responsible for preserving the values and customs of the

17

18
East. The schools bombard youth with values and technology of the West.
The media exposes people to Western culture including relatively foreign
concepts such as freedom, independence, and individuality. Thus, these
students experience an identity crisis. They are neither fully Eastern nor
Western but select elements of both which they must integrate into a
consistent, compatible value framework. There is an expression in Hong
Kong: "Western technology; Eastern essence," but these are often difficult to
integrate into a comfortable life style.
A second identity crisis experienced by students is political. Students find
it difficult to choose a political entity which they find satisfactory. For
Chinese youth in Hong Kong, neither Mainland China nor Taiwan nor Hong
Kong provides a totally acceptable political anchor. The political dilemma of
Chinese youth reflects the more general world-view which they hold. They
see themselves as pawns, victims of external forces much more powerful than
they can be either individually or collectively. This world view is created and
reinforced by their traditional family experiences, their suppressive colonial
political experience, their subjugation in an authoritarian repressive educational system, and their acquaintance with a polytheistic religious system.
Students speak freely and openly about their experiences and are willing
to be quoted so long as their respondent anonymity is preserved. Their
quotations perhaps can best indicate the conflicts they experience as they
struggle with various cultural stresses.
FAMILY LIFE
In his book Americans and Chinese, the anthropologist Francis Hsu
asserted that one of the main cultural themes distinguishing Chinese from
American culture is the relative valuing of individuals or groups. 1 Americans
are self-oriented and individualistic, placing self as a priority over family or
state. Chinese culture stresses man's incorporation and subordination to
groups, particularly the clan or family, and values both family and state
before the individual.
This is evident among students in Hong Kong. Many see themselves as
representing their families, not themselves, at the University. Particularly
students from lower socio-economic families, whose relatives save money by
considerable hardship and sacrifice to send them to college, see themselves as
representing the family's efforts to gain some measure of financial security.
When they graduate, these students will seek civil service positions, and if
they succeed, will channel a large percentage of their income to support their
parents or other relatives. There is no social security system in Hong Kong,
and financial support in old age comes from one's children. At the University,
for instance, one of my graduate assistants lived on 20% of his monthly salary
and sent the rest to his parents.
Chinese families exhibit clearly delimited lines of dominance and authority; elders dominate those who are younger, males dominate females. Male
dominance is evident in student accounts of their parents' relationship.
My family is a typical Chinese family in the sense that my father is a
real master in the house and my mother is very submissive, even to the
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point of bearing all ills and occasional harshness from my father in a
quiet and self-sacrificing way ... the only thing she knows and I know
now is to bear any attacks patiently and good-naturedly.
My mother is a typical Chinese woman. She is kind, generous, patient,
and hardworking. She never complained about the difficult environment, because she understood that complaint was useless, especially
during the uneasy period after the war.
Particularly where a grandmother from Mainland China Jives in the
household, there is a marked preference shown for male children, which
makes life very difficult for daughters. Three different students, for instance,
shared remarkably similar experiences:
My grandmother was a traditional woman who came from Mainland
China with my father. Therefore, it was quite understandable that she
loved my brothers the most. I was the only girl. I always felt very
uneasy when people said how lucky I was to be the only daughter
because I was expected to be treated very nicely by my family. Quite
the contrary, my grandmother treated me rather badly. What I did just
could not satisfy her. She always said that I was lazy, stupid, and
inadequate and that my brothers were much brighter and more diligent.
They said I was stupid and stubborn. I really thought myself foolish
and felt in many ways inferior to my brothers. I had no more
confidence in myself. I became nervous in doing things, always afraid
that I would be wrong. Many times, my parents and elder brother said
explicitly that I was like a country-girl, dull and unsmart. I could feel
that my parents were always comparing me with my other brother
.... Gradually my love for my mother turned into fear. I became shy,
very quiet, making myself look more stupid ... my parents complained
about me in front of our relatives. I felt myself so debased that I grew
more unhappy .
. . . my grandmother disliked me very much ... she considered me to
be the laziest child, and always accused me of being mischievous at
home. She liked to compare my abilities and intelligence with my two
brothers, and considered that my brothers were the brightest children
and me the dullest. She always left the best things, food, toys, etc. to
my brothers. It hurt me quite a lot. I remembered that once she left a
pear for them and let it decay instead of giving it to me.
A predominant belief among parents in Hong Kong is that children should
know their limitations and errors, should be humble, and that parents should
be modest about their children. The result is that parents rarely allow others
to ·pay compliments to their children. Rather they discredit compliments with
a bevy of criticisms about how stupid, disobedient, or selfish their children
really are.
It is not my father's custom to praise his own children, but he is always
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ready to use the good points of other children to encourage his own.
His way of encouragement comes in the form of pointing out certain
good points which are naturally enough not his children's although
present in other children. This caused me and my sisters to be very
inferior and thus achieve his goal of improving us. This might be
responsible for the fact that I am usually conscious of other peoples'
good points but do not realize my own value and virtues. This is why I
feel so lost sometimes if no praise or assurance comes from others. I am
very susceptible to praise and base all my aims and meaning in life in
other peoples' approval of me. My sense of value is a little lop-sided.
This habitual negative public account of children, in their presence,
encourages the development of negative self-images and low self-esteem
among children. This is conducive to adopting a passive orientation to the
world, a passive world-view, a submissive character.
The socialization of children in Hong Kong seems repressive and sheltered
to an American. Despite the fact that flats are small, very crowded, poorly lit
and ventilated, children are discouraged from playing outside.
At that time, we lived in a very crowded flat which consisted of six
families that each occupied a tiny room. As my parents cannot afford
many beautiful toys, we had to make use of the useless papers to fold
the models of ships, cars, etc. We always felt profoundly jealous of the
interesting automatic models of helicopters. At that period, our greatest
enjoyment was to listen to the radio .... They always promised me
many presents but usually I found that it was a lie. My mother was a
diligent woman. She taught us to work hard and prohibited us from
playing outside our tiny room .
. . . altogether there were eighteen of us living in one flat which was less
than a thousand square feet .... Though we felt crowded squeezing all
in one flat, we could share the rents and be more economical .... I did
not have many friends for I had enough companions at home already.
We usually played with our cousins at home. Since there were so many
people in the house, we only played games that were not too noisy. We
played chess and cards or pretended to be teachers and students ....
There were quarrels between us but usually both sides were scolded and
we were told that we should not do that because we all "belong to one
family" ....
Like in any other urbanized society, neighborhood friendships can
hardly be cultivated and developed. Therefore, it was not surprising to
find that we had never visited the residents of the other three flats on
the same floor. Like most of the children of that time, we were
confined to our concrete cement block and were not allowed to stay
outside and play with the side-street children. Our only entertainment
was going to the cinema or shopping with the elders, or we could keep
ourselves inside the door to play cards, to phone to our schoolmates, or
any indoor games. The slogan "Mind your own business only" was
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accepted without any notice.
I was not allowed by my mother to visit my classmates. She said that it
was not safe for little girls to go to strange places. Even if my best
friends lived near our house, she refused me by saying that she was
worried about the security as there were many teddy boys on the
street. I also seldom invited my best friends to my home because we
could not have any privacy in my home. So I could hardly have any
meeting with my friends outside the school.
Mother said it was no good to let children play in the street because
they would easily become rascals. That was why she seldom allowed us
to go out. During my childhood, the flat was the place I stayed most.
This practice is partly a vestige of the days when children were kidnaped for
labor; it is partly a function of Hong Kong's escalating crime rates; it is partly
a function of valuing scholarly quiet activity over physical, noisy activity
(understandable given space and density conditions).
Generally noisy and dangerous playings were repressed .... When my
mother or my aunt found me sitting alone and telling stories to myself
or drawing pictures quietly, I was greatly admired and sometimes
rewarded with a cake.
My father emphasized intelligence, which for him is essential in the
competitive capitalistic market. My mother thinks the same and
therefore love was bestowed upon the brightest of the children.
So we had tried our best to gain good results at school not only for the
sake of being admired and respected at school but also to gain the
affection of our father . . . . We went to school with the primary
motivation of pleasing our parents rather than to gain knowledge to
widen our perspectives of the world.
I was taught how to be a good boy-obey my parents, study hard, not
quarrel with others, don't be nosy, and mind your own business. I had
many neighbors who were mostly uneducated. Quarrels were frequent
and my parents always kept their mouths shut in order to avoid
quarrels. This gave me a lesson not to quarrel with others and keep
silence always ....
College men and women interviewed reflected on their sheltered childhoods.
Children were discouraged from playing sports for fear that they would get
hurt. They were discouraged from drinking soft-drinks or eating sweets for
fear that they would get sick .
. . . they did not make much effort in introducing sports to me. This
may be partly due to the bad environment we were living in and their
resultant protection for me. I tried to learn to play soccer in Form One
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but when my glasses were broken in a tussle .for the
after.

ball~

I gave up ever

I was not allowed to take ice cream and cold drinks because my parents
believed that they were no good for my health. It was on a very special
occasion that I was allowed to take some. But then, if I felt sick within
that week my mother would use the taking of ice cream as a cause of
my sickness. Then I had to wait for a certain time before I could have it
again. I easily caught cold therefore I was not permitted to join picnics
or go swimming. Since I was not allowed to go swimming or hiking,
therefore my only entertainment was to play with my brothers and
sisters .... But they were not always helpful. When father and mother
were not at home, they locked me inside a room, switched off the light
and made some terrible noise outside until I cried out for help. I was
sometimes found in fever the next morning. Then mother would
borrow about four silver coins from our neighbor .... The coins were
put to boil with some water. I was told to drink a cup of it. This was
believed as a good method to drag out fear.
The repressive, sheltering climate in which these students were raised is
conducive to the development of a passive, cautious, conservative character.
There is much written in the literature to indicate that traditional Chinese
family life is changing in Hong Kong, that it is giving way to mor·!
westernized family patterns. My respondents are reflecting upon their families
and their experiences as they were roughly ten years ago and it is possiblt~
that their families have changed in the past ten years. It is also possible that
college students in Hong Kong come from the most traditional, conservative
Chinese families. For the students at Chinese University, however, their
family experiences were both repressive and sheltered, and this has affectec.
the development of their personalities.
EDUCATION
The strong missionary movement in Hong Kong has benefited the colony
by providing private, religious-oriented schools which supplement the woefully inadequate public schools. Most students who attend these private schools
(established both to teach and to proselytize) memorize the academic
material and largely endure and tune out the religious offerings.
No more than 20% of Hong Kong's intermediate schools are exclusively
Cantonese-speaking; the other 80% emphasize bi-lingual education, for the
best jobs require some ability to speak and write English. For many students,
Cantonese is spoken at home and their first acquaintance with English comes
at school. In part because of language difficulties, in part as a function of
both British and Chinese educational philosophies, education in Hong Kong
involves rote learning.
At home, I was always forced by my parents to recife every single word
in every book. Failure to do so could end in severe beating especially
when she had come back from a bad loss in the mahjong game. A little
luck for me, my mother, though quite proficient in the Chinese written
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language, did not know much about English. Thus l was spared from a
quite well-recited English passage. I have a very big contempt for
recitation these days. I can still remember the times when I had to
recite even single unrelated words in the order as they appeared in the
text.
Because of their inability to comprehend written English, students would
frequently not understand sentences they memorized, yet they memorized
nevertheless, for by regurgitating the sentences verbatim, they could pass the
examinations.
. . . my younger sister changed to a new school with me and she studied
in the English section. At first she found it very difficult to read the
books which were all written in English. Everytime she revised her
lessons she cried. I had a deep impression that whenever she cried over
her work my elder sisters would comfort her and help her with her
work. It wa~ not an uncommon phenomenon at that time.
Textbooks are memorized; books are assumed to be always right; teachers are
assumed to be always right; if the book and the teacher disagree, they are
both thought to be right. There is little or no attempt at developing critical,
analytic capacities of students; there is no time for this because teachers must
prepare students to take government examinations. Students must pass
examinations to enter kindergarten, to get into intermediate schools, to enter
college. Teachers are given curriculum lists of material they must cover; this
material will be on the examinations. The reputation of schools is largely
dependent upon how well its students do on these examinations; the
reputation of teachers is bnsed on their preparation of students for these
examinations. The goal of education is to memorize the material for passing
the coming examination. It is reminiscent of ancient China where intellectuals
had to memorize Confucian tP.xts to pass examinations which would qualify
them for positions as government officials.
Schools are crowded which means that deviant behavior is disruptive for
many; discipline is swift and harsh. Children are expected to be obedient and
quiet; if they are not, they encounter experiences which are vividly described
by students:
Our school, as a religious one, had rather strict teachers who would
punish disobedient pupils by loudly announcing their names in the
Assembly and so make them lose face and their self-respect. Deviations
from school regulations were punished both psychologically ... and
physically by having students copy thousands of sentences such as "I
should never break the school regulations" or something like that.
The teacher's words were law to me. I became panicked when I forgot
to bring my books to school. At such times I would wish that the whole
world would crumble down all of a sudden so that I did not have to
face the reality. Teachers were very strict in those days. Once I had to
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stand on the desk because I had forgotten to bring the book to
school ....

I found little pleasure at school. We just had lessons and work. Even
during recess, we could not play freely (were not allowed to run)
because of limited space. Students were expected to behave gently and
work hard academically. Naughty ones were punished quite severely,
having to copy lines or being beaten.
Quietness was my behavioral characteristic. This kind of behavior was
very much approved of by my school. There was no permission to talk
to each other during class. We had to be completely obedient to
teachers. Partly because of my quietness, I was regarded as a good
student at that time.
There was very little in the school experience of students at the Chinese
University of Hong Kong that would give them an empathetic grasp of
concepts like independence, autonomy, or freedom. Rather rote learning,
strict discipline, and the demand for conformity, quietness, and obedience
were the norms to which students were exposed.
RELIGION
Though the Chinese in Hong Kong are primarily Christians, Buddhists, or
Taoists, they have a practical orientation to religion which makes them
flexible. Polytheism, though stronger among older generations, is still influential in Hong Kong. Gods and spirits are thought to exercise some control in
the contemporary world. Even those people who doubt the existence of such
spirits play it safe, being careful not to chance angering them.
Every space has more or less good "fung soy" (spirits). It is important to
bury one's ancestors in places with good "fung soy," since failure to do so
can affect one's own fortune. Good "fung soy" usually exists in high places,
exposed to some breeze, in sight of water, between two mountains (often
represented as a dragon and lion). Some persons, before building a house, hire
a person to read the "fung soy" over the land. This can affect the architecture
of the house, the way it should face, or even whether it should be built at all.
A few young persons still get married on the basis of astrology. A wedding
date is selected which is favorable to the couple, given their time and date of
birth. The suitability of the couple is also checked astrologically, though this
has a limited effect on actual mate choice in contemporary Hong Kong.
Whereas in the past mates were selected by parents partly on the basis of
astrological compatibility, relative freedom of mate choice exists today,
though parental consent is still highly desirable.
The point to be made is that there is a strong belief that external forces
(spirits and Gods), much more powerful than oneself, can exercise an
influence over one's existence. This belief, waning yet existent, undermines
one's adherence to principles of autonomy, independence, or individual
ability to control and master one's own destiny.

:s
POLITICS
The political power of indigenous Hong Kong is weak. As a tightly
controlled colony, it is governed by Great Britain, whose Jaw is the Jaw of
Hong Kong. Although Hong Kong has its own legislative council, this council
is required to have a majority of ex-officio British members. Requirements
for voting in the colony include possession of an intermediate school
certificate which excludes approximately 98% of Hong Kong's residents.
Besides Great Britain, neighboring China exercises tremendous political
influence. Communists in Hong Kong, though verbally abusive of Britain's
colonial rule, do little to overthrow that colonial rule. It is in China's best
interest to maintain British control of the colony for several reasons: Hong
Kong provides a port for importing and exporting goods from the West. Hong
Kong also provides a place to send China's sick, elderly, handicapped,
politically and socially undesirable, and otherwise unproductive citizens.
China provides exit visas to approximately 60,000 people a year, all of whom
leave China for Hong Kong. Most wind up settling in Hong Kong, creating
horrendous social problems, for the colony must feed, house, and service
these largely unemployable hordes.
Most university students experience a personal political crisis in that they
find it difficult to identify with either Hong Kong, Taiwan, or China. They
·eel the government of Hong Kong is not theirs, but a government externally
imposed upon them. Students see it as western, repressive, and exploitative.
Neither can they identify with Taiwan, for they see Taiwan as reactionary,
Gorrupt, and politically weak. The government is that of Chiang Kai-shek,
whom they see as a repressive puppet of the West. Further. he has no
charisma for youth.
Identity with China is the most palatable of the three choices, but there
are problems here too. The parents of many youth came to Hong Kong from
China as victims of the Communist Revolution. They were stripped of land
and possessions. These youth are filled with atrocity stories about Communism in China and these stories are not remote: they are about family
members, Jiving ancestors, and relatives. Furthermore, students find no
political support from leftist and pro-China organizations in Hong Kong. If
they strive for civil rights or political sovereignty or independence, they are at
best met with apathy or discouragement. I arrived in Hong Kong during a
cable and wireless workers strike where the workers were protesting a
government policy that paid Chinese less money than Caucasians, even
though they held the same job. In a community that is 98% Chinese, this was
a potentially explosive issue, yet the leftist groups in Hong kong did nothing
to support the strike. Given this lack of support, the strike failed and the
policy persists.
In supporting the status-quo in Hong Kong, China alienates Hong Kong's
impatient youth who see themselves as victims of China's inaction, for
without political support from the left, Chinese youth cannot combat British
colonial rule. In politics, youth are impressed by their impotence. Forces
much more .powerful than they will determine their political future.
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ECONOMICS .
University students see the economy of Hong Kong as being controlled by
foreign interests. The colony has a tax structure which encourages foreign
businesses to establish offices in Hong Kong. There is no corporate taxation
and taxation of salaries goes no higher than 15%.
In 1973, Hong Kong experienced an unprecedented stock market boom.
The Hang Seng Index (the Hong Kong equivalent of America's Dow Jones
Industiral Average) soared. Thousands of local investors plunged family
savings into the market to share in its colossal surge. But this surge was
short-lived. The stock market plummeted and local citizens bemoaned the
market's control by foreign money. They felt that foreigners made huge
fortunes from the market leaving the local citizenry ruined by the crash.
Students frequently cited this as evidence of the fact that Hong Kong is the
weak, powerless victim of western political and economic imperialism, a fact
that deeply angered them. Again, the situation affirmed their powerlessness.
SUMMARY
In almost every area of life, the university student in Hong Kong
experiences external forces, more powerful than himself, which, he feels
affects and controls him. This has led to a fatalistic world view among many
of these students, who have some difficulty identifying with western concepts
of freedom, independence, and "mastery of one's destiny."
One avenue of individual freedom develops when social norms become
weakened by a conflict in values. This is now beginning to occur in some
aspects of family life, where western patterns are competing with traditional
Confucian-oriented customs, giving youth more autonomy and power in their
families. Conservative supporters of Confucian Chinese culture meanwhile
lament the demise of this way of life and worry about its replacement by
western, foreign customs and ideas.
In the old days when the Chinese people in Hong Kong had unreserved
confidence and pride in their traditional culture and did not feel any
imperative need for their children to know the English language in their
early age, parents first sent their children to traditional type of schools
where they were taught by Confucian scholars who heavily stressed the
supremacy of Chinese culture. In addition to the teaching of the
classics, moral training was strongly emphasized in such schools. The
teachers considered that a person with high moral conduct was more
important than one with good literary accomplishment. Stern discipline
was a common practice. No one dared to question the disciplinary
measures of the teachers. The ideal of f11ial piety was indoctrinated into
the mind of the youngsters, because it was considered the foundation
for righteousness in all human relations.
Because better English furnishes better opportunity for gainful employment, student enrollment in English school outnumbers the Chinese
school by approximate rates of four to one. Although Chinese is also
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taught in English schools, it does not enjoy the same dignity as these
subjects taught in English. The result is alarming, youngsters from this
type of school are very often unable to write a presentable letter in
Chinese. Many of them whom I have had the misfortune to meet admit,
even with a sense of pride, that they have already forgotten how to
write their own names in Chinese. Racially they are Chinese but
mentally they are not. To them, the essence of Chinese culture is
something beyond their mental reach.
Mass communication media every day present western thought and
behavior patterns to the Chinese community in Hong Kong. Freedom,
independence, equality, democracy are among the prevalent concepts
today. Traditional Chinese culture is being challenged by the preconceived notions full of western ideology. Therefore it is only to be
expected that filial piety is gradually losing its significant influence over
family living. One is responsible for one's own behavior. Younger
generation becomes less concerned whether their behavior will bring
glory or shame to their parental families. Wise parents begin to be
skeptical about the old saying that to have a son means to have security
during one's declining years. 2
In the future, university students in Hong Kong may well understand through
their experience, the ideals of the West, but such understanding will
undoubtedly come at a price, the alienation which comes with trying to
resolve conflict. Youth will face inner turmoil when violating the expectations of elders and seeing the disappointment of these elders. They may have
to choose between discrepant role expectations of, for instance, a mother and
a wife. (Is it a husband's role to do dishes and housework? The older
generation says no, some of the younger generation is saying yes.) Young
people may have to make significant decisions on the expenditure of time,
such as whether one's primary loyalty is to a family or a bureaucracy, to the
nuclear or the extended family. These difficult experiences come with living
in a milieu undergoing culture conflict.

Notes
lFrancis L. K. Hsu, Americans and Chinese (Garden City, N.Y.: American
Museum of Natural History, 1970), p. 493.
2Wong, Shau-Laum, "Social Change and Parent-Child Relations in Hong
Kong," paper delivered at the 9th International Seminar on Family Research,
Tokyo, Japan, September 14-20, 1965.
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Hditor's note: The February 1975 issue of San Jose Studies published
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first President of Stanford UniPersity, from 1898 to 1905. Those letters
record the development of the friendship between the two men and the
negotiations which led to James's appointment as acting professor of
philosophy at Stanford University in 1906.
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illiam James was enroute from Cambridge, Massachusetts to Palo
Alto, California on New Year's Day, 1906, to teach at Stanford
University for a semester. During the train trip, he made several
interesting layovers, the first of which was at the Grand Canyon, where he
arrived just after sunset on January 2 and stayed until 8:30a.m. on January
4. 1 He was unable to descend the Canyon because the guides thought it
unsafe; however, he did view it from different points and recorded in his
Diary that it was "Glorious." The weather was very cold and he was not
properly dressed; he had brought along only his spring overcoat.
On January 5 he arose before sunrise and found the train approach to Los
Angeles "exquisite." After breakfast at the Van Nuys Hotel he spent the day
at the home of John Daggett Hooker, a wealthy manufacturer. The next day
he went by automobile to the Carnegie Observatory in Pasadena in the
company of the driver, Mr. Hooker, and George Ellery Hale, the famous
astronomer who was constructing the Observatory on Mt. Wilson. Later in the
afternoon James left by train for Santa Barbara, where, on the next day, he
saw the Mission and walked along the ocean shore.
After a night on the train he arrived inSan Jose at 7:35 a.m. and checked
into the Vendome Hotel, which was near the train depot and a convenient
place to stay while surveying possible residences in Palo Alto. After breakfast
at the Vendome he took the train to Palo Alto to report to President Jordan.
His reaction to Stanford University was that it was "all very beautiful and
promising." He, on the other hand, "felt lonely and scared." This no doubt
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was due to the fact that he was alone; his wife, Alice, was not able to make
the trip with him because of illness. The next day he was more cheerful,
however, and spent most of the day at Stanford, engaged a one bed-room flat
from a Mr. Ray, and returned to the Vendome to prepare his first lecture.
This lecture on January 10 was delivered to 200 students and about 200
visitors. He wrote in his Diary: "Funk is over! it went all right."
On January 11 James visited San Jose State Normal School (now San Jose
State University) to see the President, Morris Elmer Dailey, who unfortunately was not in at the time. Perhaps James was induced to visit the school as a
result of chatting with his dear friend, neighbor and colleague. Josiah Royce,
professor of philosophy at Harvard. Royce had delivered the commencement
address at San Jose State in June, I902.
James moved from the Vendome Hotel on the morning of January I2 to
Mr. Ray's flat in Palo Alto. He felt settled but yearned for health and
strength. He needed the latter because very soon he began a round of visits to
and from members of the faculty and friends of the University, which were to
continue unabated throughout his stay. On the evenings of January 15 and
17, for instance, he went to the home of Professor George J. Peirce (Botany)
to hear "the wonderful" Mr. Benjamin C. Blodgett, the Memorial Chapel
organist, play the music of Schubert. On January 23 a student, Walter Y.
Wentz, visited James to discuss the formation of a new Philosophy Club. Two
days later James visited the room of another student, George G. Altnow, in
Encina Hall to open the first meeting of the Club.
This new venture of the Philosophy Club was, no doubt, due to the
popularity of James's course, Philosophy I. Some sign of this popularity is
indicated in two releases in the student newspaper, the Dai(v Palo Alto: "All
those who are not registered in Philosophy I, but who desire to visit the
course, must enter the Chapel by the rear door and occupy the last five rows
of seats, to avoid crowding out registered students" (Janurary 24, I906). And
on January 25: "Dr. James has divided his class into seminary sections of
sixteen members each. Mrs. [Theresa Peet I Russell, his assistant in philosophy, will meet each section at different hours and discuss the work as given
by Dr. James in his lectures. This is a new departure at Stanford, but is
modeled after the 'tutoring system' now in use at many of the Eastern
universities."
James kept a record of the engagements which at any given time lay ahead
of him. The list was long and extended even to May 14. In the light of this
heavy schedule we can appreciate the following letter to Benjamin Ide
Wheeler, President of the University of California at Berkeley:
Stanford University
Jan. 24, 1906
Dear President Wheeler.
I thank you for your doubly llattering invitation, and wish I were
able to accept both parts of it. As things stand, I can accept neither.
The reason, I am ashamed to say, is in both cases my bad health. If I
get through my regular responsible teaching here successfully, I shall
count myself fortunate. At best it can only be through the avoidance of
extraneous efforts like the University meeting which you proposethere are already too many extras of the kind incidental to my
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residence here at Stanford. It is for the same reason that I must forego
the regular teaching at your summer school which would be such a
tempting privilege and to which you have so often invited me. I find
that my summer vacations are indispensable. If, some future summer, I
should find myself dispunible, which, at the present rate of things looks
hardly likely, let me propose myselj; -you can then restore the balance
between us by saying that you don't want me.
Meanwhile let me thank you for the persistent good will you show
me, while I remain, with great regret yours sincerely,
Wm James 2
On the evening of January 26 James gave a short address to the Graduate
Club at President Jordan's home. The next day he drove five hours with
Professor Nathan Abbott (Law), Professor William R. Dudley (Botany) and a
Mr. Hyde to King's mountain above Woodside for lunch. This was an area
where the Stanford students used to go for picnics and where the King Mt.
Brow House and the Summit Springs Hotel had been in existence since 1902.
The activities for January concluded on the 30th when James gave a talk on
campus to the Young Women's Christian Association about the work of the
Society for Psychical Research and about the famous Boston psychic
medium, Mrs. Leonora Piper. James talked with authority on this subject
because he had known, visited, investigated and written about Mrs. Piper
since 1885. He was intrigued by the knowledge she revealed while in a trance
but had no explanation of the phenomenon. No doubt he thought this topic
would be an interesting one for an audience on the West coast.
It was a change to take a trip to San Francisco on Friday, February 2, to
have dinner with members of the Harvard Club at Delmonico's. There he met
Judge Richard C. Harrison and Horace Davis, a Trustee of Stanford. He found
the St. Francis "Hotel so good and everything so pleasant" that he stayed
over for the weekend and visited Golden Gate Park and the Cliff House,
though feeling a little "gouty." After his lecture on Monday he returned to
San Francisco, though the gout was worse, to speak at the dinner of the
Pacific Coast Unitarian Club on "Reason and Faith." The President of the
Club, Alexander G. Eells, also spoke as did John W. Buckham of Pacific
Theological Seminary, Rev. George W. Stone, field secretary of the American
Unitarian Association and Professor George H. Howison of Berkeley. James
thought that there was "poor stuff all round save for Howison." The
summary of James's speech was not discovered till years later by his son
Henry who published it in the Joumal of Philosophy in 1927. The next
morning after the speech James woke with a bad case of gout and got back to
Stanford with difficulty, procuring crutches from the Guild Infirmary. This
infirmity was to last for six weeks. In fact, he had to cancel the next two
classes, a forced leisure which enabled him to respond to a letter from
Jordan:
February 8, 1906
Dear President Jordan,
I hasten to reply to your letter asking for information about
Professors [James Rowland] Angell and [Ralph Barton] Perry. Both
are pupils and intimate friends of my own. Both exceptionally strong
men. Angell with proved success as a teacher and colleague at Chicago,
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in the chair of Psychology, Perry with success of a less decisive sort,
first at Williams College, then at Smith College and now at Harvard
where he has been for 3 (or 4) years. By less decisive I mean that Angell
has been independent head of a department which he has made popular
& made himself popular too. He is a rapid and original speaker, with a
kind of humor that Perry has not shown. He has an eminently
philosophic mind but is known as a writer only in psychology.
Perry, l think, is regarded by all of us at Harvard as the most
promising all-around philosopher whom we have turned out. He is very
vigorous in body, shuns no amount of work, does it rapidly, is learned,
acute and profound. Is sociable (is, e.g., an intimate friend of my boys
as well as of myself) though he lacks the personal charm that Angell has
in unusual measure. He will doubtless make important contributions to
philosophic literature, though l confess that his first book "The
Approach to Philosophy," meant for beginners, has disappointed me. It
goes over their heads and is too abstract. On the whole, I should trust
Perry to do any job in Philosophy-teaching well. In his hands, that
book would probably be all right.
Either man would be absolutely safe. Of Perry's contemporaries (he
can hardly be over 30) I can think of no one better. Of Angell's, there is
a choice of men already successful professors, but no one occurs to me
(with my information) as distinctly better than he.
My belief is that you must have two men to man a philosophy
department. Logic, Ethics, History of Philosophy and Metaphysics
(which means anything from Principles of Science up to Theology) have
to be taught. If you can get both Angell and Perry, it will be a splendid
team. Another policy might be to have (for the next 4 years, say) a
visiting lecturer like myself, in addition to one permanent incumbent. I
should make for [G.S.] Fullerton of Columbia, first; then for [F.J.E.j
Woodbridge or Dewey (all Columbia) or Royce. In Ethics for [Felix]
Adler or [William M.] Salter.
Your professors here ought to be in sympathetic touch with the
natural sciences. Fortunately that type is getting easy to find. I should
rely on philosophy here, quite as much as on literature and history, to
give the "humanizing" influence. The sciences, so strong here, are
now-a-days becoming highly speculative, and that side of them needs
wholesome nurture. You ought to make philosophy a thoroughly
strong department, and can doubtless do so easily if the finances
permit.
This is all that seems to me essential to be said. If there be other
questions of detail which I can answer, pray call upon rue, and believe
me, respectfully and sincerely yours,
Wm James
P.S. Perry has won good will on all hands. having no anafractuosities of
character. He has just married a Miss Berenson (sister of the eminent
art-critic) and herself last year archaeological scholar at Athens. Mrs.
Angell seems to be an unusually charming person. 3
On February 14 James went to San Francisco to meet his wife Alice, but
was unable·to go to the train station because of his gout. While staying at the
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St. Francis Hotel, they witnessed some automatic writing by a Miss Lane.
They arrived back on campus the afternoon of the sixteenth.
One of the persons James saw a lot of was the Rev. George Hodges, who
also was from Cambridge, Massachusetts where he was Dean of the Episcopal
Theological Seminary. He was serving as University Preacher and Lecturer in
Biblical History for several months at Stanford. He and James on February 21
addressed the student body in the Assembly Hall on the topic "War and
Arbitration," a topic reflecting James's continuing interest in the psychology
of war. James's speech was quoted in part in the Daily Palo Alto:
I wish simply to point out that the anti-war party has to take
account of the bellicose constitution of human nature. We inherit the
warlike type, and for most of the capacities of heroism, martyrdom and
endurance that the human race is now so full of, we have to thank this
cruel evolutionary history. It has bred the instinct of pugnacity into our
bone and marrow, and a thousand years of peace could not breed it out
of us. We spend hundreds of millions as a matter of course when
destructive battleships are asked for-yet universities cost no more than
battleships and last forever.
But our imagination likes all the pomp of war. The people love it.
Our minds feed on the thought of war and bloodshed. The leaders are
not to blame for present wars; the fault lies with public opinion. Let it
reach a certain pitch of excitement and no ruler can withstand it.
What is to be done about it? Leave war for the imagination of the
future to play with. Leave that possibility of romance open. But
circumvent the actual explosion. Arbitration treatises and the Hague
Tribunal form an organized machinery for this purpose. To you, young
men and women of the educated classes, I commend this problem.
Begin at all events by speaking out as individuals, whatever truth,
however unpopular, is in you. As Emerson says: "He who will always
speak the truth will not fail to find himself in sufficiently dramatic
situations," and I may add, warlike situations. The wars of the future
must be waged inside of every country, between the destructive and
constructive ideals and forces.
In the evening of March 7 James gave a discourse on pragmatism to the
members of the new Philosophy Club. Earlier that day he wrote in part to
Howison: "I have been so poorly that in common prudence I had to back out
from my promise to address the [Philosophical] Union on the 23rd. I expect
to be at S.F. next week, and shall certainly go out to Berkeley & see you." 4
Two days after writing to Howison James gave his "Founder's Day"
speech "Stanford's Ideal Destiny" to the student body in the Assembly Hall.
He was joined by speeches from Hodges and Professor Melville Best
Anderson, head of the English department. James saw for Stanford the
innovation of a new type of university, one not bound to tradition and
wealth but rather to the interest of training scholars. It was not to be a
campus of numerous buildings with all the necessary equipment, but rather a
university whose greatness would lie in the quality of its professors.
Sometime afterwards, James wrote in a note to James McKeen Cattell, the
Editor of Science, "Dr Jordan writes that you may like to print this [speech]
in Science so I send it. Throw it away without scruple if it is crowded out or
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judged too local." 5 Cattell published it in the May, 1906 issue.
James went to San Francisco on March 13 to attend the meetings of the
Association of American Universities, the first session of which on the
following day was held in the Mark Hopkins Institute of Art. James presented
a paper "The Interchange of Professors in Universities: The Experience of
Harvard University," which had been prepared by Jerome D. Greene of
Harvard. The second session was held the next day at Berkeley where Jordan
read a paper "To What Extent Should the University Investigator Be Relieved
from Teaching?" After hearing other papers James made this comment:
I am glad to find such a consensus of opinion against systematically
relieving professors engaged in research work from instruction. The
separation can be made of individuals, and made effectual enough, so
that if men who cannot teach well but who can make investigations are
found, they personally can be relieved. Prof. Ostwald's conclusion after
inquiries he had made into the lives of professors is about as follows:
after 60 a man loses a great deal of his general energy; his ability to do
new things is not peculiarly great; but, in return for this, he becomes
more expert in the ruts which he has cultivated and at the age of 70 he
may be at his very best as a teacher.
I agree with Prof. [Ira] Remsen [of The Johns Hopkins University)
about these small peppercorns of investigation done by young men; this
thing must go on because it is valuable. If you wish in this world to
have anything at all, you must have too much of it. You must have this
pedantic small business which may call itself investigation; but you
must have the irony too. The material has to be supplied in this
excessive manner, and the irony and sarcasm have to sift it out; and, in
the end, God's work gets done. 6
The members of the Association went to Stanford for their third session
but returned to San Francisco for dinner at the Bohemian Club in the
evening. The final session was again held at the Mark Hopkins Institute of Art
the following day. James thought that the paper presented by Professor
Andrew F. West of Princeton was "fine." About him James wrote in his
Diary: "He's the character here."
Since Perry had declined the invitation to teach at Stanford, Jordan
requested James to comment on the merits of John Dewey:
March 18, 1906
Dear President Jordan,
You ask me for a letter to be shown to our Trustees, expressing my
opinion about John Dewey as a possible professor at Stanford.
When I wrote about Angell & Perry, my opinion had not been asked
about any alternative, so I simply expressed my positive opinions about
them. I tho't then, however, as I do now, that it would be better policy
for this University to aim at a distinguished authority like Dewey than
any one of second rank. If a vote were taken among experts as to who
were the five most eminent philosophers in the U.S., Dewey's name and
Royce's would certainly be in every list. The other three names might
vary.
His forte is not in the single lecture or the small unit of work, and I
am not sure that he is as successful with beginners as with advanced
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students. But he is a power; and alone among American philosophers,
he has shown himself able to found a school-that is to train pupils who
can co-operate with him harmoniously in the division of labor incidental to building up a new method and way of thinking. The younger
professors at Chicago speak of him with touching loyalty, & so do his
pupils elsewhere.
In my judgment his 'movement' is destined to triumph all along the
line, when it shall be worked out in full detail. His mind has grown
intensely empirical & concrete; and his work in Ethics seems to me
stronger than anything ever done in this country.
Personally he is simplicity and amiability incarnate, and is probably
under fifty-he looks about forty five. He is a recognized expert in the
science of education.
I fancy he may be induced to come. If he will come, it would be
penny-wise and pound-foolish in my opinion to stick at the price. I
personally believe that this University ought soon to look to paying
salaries of 4,000 as a minimum & 8,000 as a maximum. Success of the
proper sort will only be at this price. 8,000 would be none too much
for a man like Dewey. But in these remarks I. may be judged to
transcend my proper sphere of advice, so I say no more, lest I be
thought impertinent.
Believe me, dear President, respectfully & sincerely yours,
Wm James
Since Jordan was to leave for a three-week trip back East on March 27,
James wrote the following:
March 22, 1906
Dear Dr. Jordan,
I have some fears lest my bold words about "pay" in writing about
Professor Dewey may work on the mind of your Treasurer and Trustees
to the effect of turning him down as a candidate peremptorily. If for
this or any other reason the talk about Dewey should lead to no
appointment, or if he should decline, I should like respectfully to
suggest that on your journey East you should inquire into the cases of
Walter T. Marvin, now Preceptor at Princeton, & of Addison W. Moore,
ass't professor at Chicago, collaborator with Dewey in the "Logical
Studies," and author of various extremely able Essays in Philosophy.
Of all the men in the field who might be got (so far as I know)
Moore seems to me the most desireable, unless it should turn out on
inquiry that Marvin was a rara avis of the first order. Moore is a
splendid philosopher. I can answer for that, and everyone likes him as a
man.
Sincerely yours,
Wm James
In a letter from Dewey to Jordan we learn that Dewey accepted an
invitation to dinner in New York City on the evening of April 8 at the
Holland House to discuss the vacant professorship in philosophy. Also,
Professor H.W. Rolfe (German) wrote a note to Jordan in which he said in
part: "Dr. James told me Saturday that you were going to see Dewey ... But
Dr. James thought you would like to have any of us who are friends of the
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Deweys speak up, in the hope of helping a little, & so I have sent them a
letter ... & to their friend E.C. Moore of Berkeley .... " However, like Perry,
Dewey declined the offer to teach at Stanford.
James and his wife left for the spring recess on March 28. They spent the
time in Los Angeles with the Hookers and with Charles Putnam in Redlands.
They also spent time at the Glenwood Hotel in Riverside, the Arlington Hotel
in Santa Barbara, and the Del Monte Hotel in Monterey. On returning on
April 8 James described the trip as "a delightful ten days." After school
started again so did James's round of activities: dinner at the Alpha Phi
fraternity, a drive through Portola Valley, and another trip to King's
mountain for an overnight visit with Professor Nathan Abbott and his wife.
They were joined by Professor Kenyon and his wife and Miss Huntington
(Librarian) of San Francisco State Normal School. They had "a splendid
day."
Jordan returned from his trip East on April IS. He must have met with
Moore, because James wrote to Moore on the following day and followed this
up with a letter to Jordan:
April 17, 1906
Dear Dr. Jordan,
You ask me to give some testimony about Professor Addison W.
Moore of Chicago, candidate for the chair of Philosophy here, for the
information of the Trustees of Stanford.
Of the men of middle age (neither youngsters like Perry nor veterans
like Dewey) he is one of the ablest whom we have in America. He
represents Dewey's standpoint in the way of theory; and, after Dewey
himself, has probably done the most effective work in advocating and
defending that standpoint, which (I may say) is my own also, and
which I believe is destined to such a successful future that its earlier
authors will be honored.
I have never heard Prof. Moore lecture. I am not certain how capable
he may be popularizing of things for beginners. This doesn't mean that
I have heard anything against him in that respect, but simply that I am
ignorant. I know that he has done University-extension work, and
lectured to evening audiences outside the University on Spencer's
philosophy, which would seem to argue popularizing talent. Both as to
character and ability I have heard him warmly praised, and his value to
Chicago University asserted by his colleagues. He has as yet published
no volume; but many shorter things in the Chicago University publications, and in the Philosophical Review. I can answer for their first-rate
quality from the technical point of view.
In general, I should rate him along with Perry, though he may not
have Perry's great power of labor and many-sided adaptiveness.
He would be, I should think, an absolutely safe man to appoint here,
and he is sure to do honour to Stanford. How brilliant and magnetic he
might prove in the way of "personality" I don't know. Dewey would
have immediately been a national figure; and Perry's great versatility
would in the long run have made him a mark for admiration. Moore at
any rate will fill the technical requirements of a strong "Professor."
He is the best available man in the field whom I can think of at
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present. In considering my own resignation at Harvard, and who my
successor might best be, I have often thought of Moore and tried to
weigh him. I have "turned him down" in my mind, it is true, but only
in favor of one or two rivals, who, I imagine, would probably not come
to Stanford, though they might be induced to come to Harvard.
Very sincerely yours,
Wm James
On the same day James lectured on religious psychology to Miss Lillien
Jane Martin's class. She was a member of the psychology department and
lived in the same building as the Jameses on 15 Salvatierra St. She was very
kind and helpful to them in many ways: bringing food to them, taking
them for drives and introducing her own friends to them.
On the next day, Wednesday, April 18, the great earthquake occurred at
5: 13 a.m. James described his experience of this catastrophe both at
Stanford and at San Francisco in great detail in a letter to a friend, Frances
R. Morse, written on the twenty-second (Tire Letters of William James,
Vol. II 247-9) and in an article for Youth's Companion entitled "On Some
Mental Effects of the Earthquake," published June 7, 1906. In both
documents James stated that he had no fear but almost a certain glee and
admiration at having been part of such an unusual event. "Go it," I almost
cried aloud, "and go it stronger." Later in the morning he accompanied
Miss Martin to San Francisco because of her deep concern for the safety of
her sister there. "Alice seemed tant soit peu mad on my return."
On the 20th James wrote to Horace Davis of San Francisco, a member
of the Board of Trustees: "You kindly expressed a desire to have a talk
with me about my impressions of the University. We have more than once
had to postpone our meeting; and this earthquake makes everything future
so uncertain that, having this idle day, I judge it best to set down on paper
what I should probably have said to you in conversation if we had already
met." The rest of this eight-page typewritten letter is too long to reproduce
here. 8 A somewhat shorter version of the letter was written to Jordan on
the following day (although it, too, is dated the 19th). Alice delivered the
letter to President Jordan and talked with Mrs. Jordan:
Dear President Jordan,
Certain statements about "rebuilding," in the last two numbers of
the Daily Palo Alto, lay upon my spirit the burden of speaking out
what is in it; and altho this letter is an act of meddlesome impertinence,
I wish that you would read it, and not make any reply, but·simply put
it in your pipe and smoke it, using what it suggests among all the
various other data by which your action will be guided.
There is a disaffection here among the teaching body that amounts
almost to demoralization. They incline to disbelieve that the governing
powers of the University realize at all what its true life should consist
of. In an institution of this kind, if devotion is to be made possible,
each component member must be sure that the others share its spirit,
and that all work for one and the same inspiring purpose.
The faculty's inspiring purpose is science and education. During Mrs.
Stanford's life, building was the primary concern of the Trustees, and
science and education had to take what was left, the cheapest bargains
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attainable being made. (I am expressing myself very crudely, for
concision's sake, but this is the substance of the state of mind which I
find extant and which I report as my first premise). The secrecy of the
Treasury, no annual reports being published; your position, not being
president of the Trustees, and having no financial initiative; the
incomprehensible treatment of the campus, driving the faculty into the
wilderness, so to speak, and doing nothing to draw income from the
land by meeting settlers half-way; the continuance of these customs
after Mrs. Stanford's death, which seemed the natural moment for a
new departure; all these facts are used as arguments for the conclusion
that the governing powers are not "on" to their proper business, and
don't really know what the University is here for at all. The morale is as
rotten (I of course exaggerate a little) as that of an army that has lost
confidence in its commanders. The main-spring of the whole thing has
given away; and unless some radical iiecisive action be taken to
re-animate the earlier enthusiasm, the future will be dark.
The novelty of the attempt here brought at first great enthusiasm,
and great sacrifices were undergone cheerfully in order that the building
plans should go through. They went through, on that moral wave, but it
was always on the plea and with the assurance that the rapid
completion of the body of the University would all the sooner set its
soul's wings free. Now I find men thinking that there is almost no
indication that the Trustees and treasurer know that there are any
soul's wings at all.
The bare thought of a new "stone age" recommencing seems, I find,
to carry sickness and dismay into every heart. I really think that a
general strike on the part of the faculty (of course I have heard no one
mention the possibility of such a thing) would be a not unnatural way
of meeting such a policy. That phase of Stanford's career should be
considered closed for ever. All the juice has been pressed from that type
of situations. It would be worse than flogging a dead horse to seek to
bring that kind of devotion to life again.
But this brings me to my only excuse for writing this letter, which is
to suggest something positively remedial. I submit it for what it may be
worth.
The earthquake seems to me to be a "God-given" opportumty to
re-launch Stanford on a conquering career. The only thing needed is
courage and a commanding attitude on your part. The Trustees are
doubtless perplexed and some of them listlass, and should follow a bold
initiative. The revenue-bringing funds of the University are, so far as I
know, practically intact, but all the instructors have suffered pecuniary
damage. Answer the J:'arthquake by the publication of an immediate
ami horizontal rise of pay all round, 9 as part of a systematic program;
announce that no rebuilding will occur for an indefinite time except
what is required by academic necessities; and the result will be an
enormous sursum c.:orda! At a stroke the demoralization I speak of will
evaporate, belief in the good sense of the Trustees will take the place of
disbelief. and loyalty to yourself as a leader will blaze up vehemently.
The new order will be launched decisively and dramatically.
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"Pay", "pay", "pay" -it has disagreeably sordid sound. But in this
case its meaning is symbolic. The very men who ask more pay under
one set of circumstances, will do miracles of sacrifice for Trustees
whose hearts they feel to be with them. What is needed now in the
faculty is certainty that the governing bodies have hearts that share
their aims and are with them. Such a declaration as I write of will prove
the fact beyond cavil; and you should be in a position at this crisis to
"dare" them (Trustees & treasurer) to evade that duty.
I am sending this first draft off to you, red-hot, in order that no time
may be lost, taking no copy. If you should ever have it copied, perhaps
you will let me have a duplicate.
Beside my wife, only one person (Dr. Frank Angell) knows of what I
have written.
Trusting that you will pardon me, I am, dear Dr. Jordan, yours most
sympathetically and faithfully,
Wm James
On that same day James and his wife took an automobile drive with
Professor and Mrs. Kenneth L. Curtis (Electrical Engineering) to seek out the
ranch site which Alice's father, Dr. Daniel Lewis Gibbens, once owned in the
Santa Clara Valley. Alice had enjoyed life on the ranch as a young girl until
her father had to give it up upon losing a legal dispute over the title to the
land. Alice has recorded in her own Diary: "A beautiful morning on this old
country road we took with father 50 years ago."
Since the earthquake had caused classes to be cancelled for the rest of the
semester, the Jameses decided to return home. On April 26, they were driven
to San Francisco in Mr. Parson's "team." They saw the earthquake ruins and
went to Berkeley by ferry to spend the night with the Howisons ("a blessed
pair"). They left for Denver the next day by train, reaching Denver about
noon on the 29th where they stayed for some twenty-eight hours. They
arrived in Boston in the early morning of May 3 and then proceeded to
Cambridge. James wrote in his Diary: "Home looks delicious." The following
letter from President Jordan was awaiting him:
April 28, 1906
My dear Professor James,
I have a very urgent letter from Mrs. Sewall of Indianapolis
containing this sentence: "I beg you, whenever he (Professor James)
goes, to urge him to stop here and see me." I hope that you may meet
her somewhere .1 o
I want to thank you for the brave letter you sent me a few days ago.
I am afraid that I received it rather ungraciously. I also recognize the
kind and loyal purposes of Professor Angell, with whom I identify
certain parts of it.
We have had a meeting of such of the Trustees as we could raise
from the ashes. The repairs will go on at once: the restorations will
wait. The needs of the University as a centre of teaching and
investigation will receive first consideration.
Remember us kindly to Mrs. James.· I trust that you have reached
home without any further adventure.
Very truly yours
DavidS. Jordan 11
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The next day James wrote to Jordan:
95 Irving St.
Cambridge, Mass.
May 4, 1906
Dear Dr. Jordan,
Your note of the 28th follows on the heels of our safe arrival home.
The agonies of sympathy that the distant have felt about the earthquake are somewhat amusing in contrast with the good hearty animal
callousness that those immediately struck have shown. But the crop of
nervous wrecks may yet have to be reaped.
It was a moral impossibility once headed for "home" to go off at
right angles to Indianapolis. I think I should have done it alone, but the
wife neither wanted to investigate Mrs. Sewall, nor to arrive here sola,
so we both came.
I shall open a correspondence with Mrs. Sewall about the details
which your notes omit. As stated, the case baffles me entirely. I think
you said you had your positive interpretation.
We stopped a day at Denver to see some alleged table-moving
witholll contact concerning which I had been in correspondence for a
couple of years back. No experiments, owing to absence of the chief
human condition required (an English Dr. Med. named Gower) but I
got from four disinterested and well educated persons testimony that I
confess impressed me. To the effect that they were absolutely sure they
had repeatedly and under very varying conditions seen the phenomenon. This is the ..closest" I have ever come to that phenomenon.
Angell never prompted a word of my letter to you. I only read it to
him after it was written, and didn't modify (if I remember rightly) a
word at his suggestion. No one else but Miss Martin knows of my having
written it.
Now that beautiful Stanford "like a streak of morning cloud, has
faded into the infinite azure of the past," as far as my present self is
concerned, I may as well tell you that I wrote also, before leaving, a
letter to Mr. Horace Davis, of similar content to my letter to you, but
more longwinded, as befits the trustee-mind. I kept the secret from
you, because I wanted you to be able to say to the Trustees, if need
were, that you had not in any way whatever inspired the letter, and
knew naught about its existence even. I fear that poor Mr. Davis's own
affairs. as well as those of his colleagues on the Board, will prevent their
paying very minute attention to University matters at present, particularly to such representations as mine.
Both letters grew up in me from the generally discontented atmosphere which I found to prevail. What Stanford most needs now is the
hearty cheery sense that all the powers are absolutely at one and pulling
together in sympathetic collective life. Queer as it may sound, I think
that ·reform and an advance in pay is the shortest possible cut to the
situation, and I am as much convinced as ever by our Harvard
experience that the only way to eliminate discontent and suspicions of
injustice & favoritism is by a horizontal system. A propos to which pray
read (if you haven't read them already) (Joseph) Jastrow's remarks in
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Science, April 13th pp. 567-9. I only got hold of them in the train-as
this seems the point where your opinion most disagrees with mine, I am
impertinent enough once more to recur thus to the subject. But it is my
last word-don't fear more!
Cambridge is not quite as lustrous meteorologically as Stanford, but
"home" is good to see, any where.
With warm regards from both of us to you & Mrs. Jordan, and
earnest hopes that the difficulties of the Coast will get solved, one by
one, I remain always truly yours,
Wm James
A correction to what was written followed the next day:
Dear Dr. Jordan,
Just to say that my memory betrayed me into a false statement in
my letter of yesterday-! meant to read what I wrote to you to Miss
Martin but she was busy with refugees and, as Prof Angell came in, I
read it to him instead-she not hearing it.
Very truly yours,
Wm James
Jordan's cordial response to these two letters follows:
Stanford University
May 10, 1906
My dear Dr. James,
I congratulate you on your safe arrival at home. I am afraid,
however, that you will soon be restless there, and will long for .the
regions where there is something doing and where the very hills are
alive.
We are all still looking on the hopeful side of things. In fact, the old
cheerful loyalty which we knew in the days of trouble, but which for a
time has been eclipsed, never shone out more clearly than it does now.
You will remember, in Bret Harte's Condensed Novel of Lothaw,
that the hero put his foot in the lap of the duchess, but she, being
perfectly well bred, pretended not to notice it. I have for a number of
years been in the position of the well bred duchess. When I felt inclined
to notice, I have always counted the cost to higher interests. I have,
moreover, been the more willing to subordinate the small things to the
large, because the peculiar temperament belonged to a man always
honest and loyal, who would have been otherwise in his mannerisms, if
he had only known how.
Conditions have changed now, and this is in fact, the fourth of the
several crucial stages of the University. The simple issues now are, (I)
that the University as an organism needs first consideration; (2) that its
buildings must be made earthquake proof under men unquestionably
competent, and whose word the public will believe.
It will cost more to partly rebuild the defective structures so as to
correct mistakes, than to patch them up to make them as they were.
This we shall have to stand. I do not believe that the injured buildings
cover peculation. They cover weak designs, especially designs forgetful
of the lessons of 1868, with inadequate supervision in building. A
· change in this regard is inevitable and will be far reaching in its results.
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I do not feel that I have solved the mystery in regard to Mrs. Sewall.
I can see a line of possibility not in conflict with common sense. But I
do not even insist on common sense. I trust that you may meet her.
I have not heard from your letter to Mr. Davis. If our trustees were
not worked to the last limit, and also hit hard-even up in the millions.
it would be a better time to discuss some things. The salary raise is
hampered by these considerations as are also some other useful
propositions. The April salary was paid on time. It came like a shower
of raindrops in a thirsty land, and that fact has helped on the wave of
good feeling.
The salary question can be adjusted after a little so as to be more
mechanical and less personal. Many things, left over from the time
when I paid all salaries with a personal check, whenever I could get the
money, will be smoothed down as soon as we have caught up with
ourselves and are on a working basis. If we were free to re-establish a
faculty of men fairly equal in training and effectiveness, at a maximum
salary, the horizontal scheme would work better. But equality on a low
financial plane means the loss of good men and the contented
persistence of mediocrity. You can find illustrations of both anywhere
west of Harvard, Columbia and Johns Hopkins. But we shall make next
year a long step towards equality of pay in similar relations. Things
seem to go pretty fast with us when one stands at a little distance, but
movement seems very slow when we toe the crack to watch it.
Remember me most kindly to Mrs. James. The Albatross folk leave
for Japan today .12 Today the Secretary of the Smithsonian is chosen.
Two of my old ambitions laid aside-but I stay here without a qualm.
In summer, what do you want of plaster on your house anyhow?
Cannot a house sit in its bones in the hot weather as well as a man?
Sincerely yours.
David S. Jordan
Apparently, James did not answer this letter and it was well over a month
before he wrote again:
Cambridge, Mass.
June 20, 1906
Dear Dr. Jordan,
Mr. Horace Davis having just acknowledged the receipt of the letter I
informed you that I had written him before leaving Stanford, I feel free
to send you a copy of it, & do so accordingly.
It needs no reply from you, for you know already all my opinions,
and have reacted on them. I send it only because it ~ompletes my
"record" in the institution!
I wish that I could complete the record by giving a Commencement
address in September, but I had to write to Prof [Clyde A.] Duniway
that it will be out of the question for me to go over then, and being
now in my full vernal ebb tide of nervous energy, with heavy work
ahead in the vacation, I don't feel able even to undertake to write it &
send it to be read.
I fear you must charge the loss of me to the earthquake and find a
better man to do the job.
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I hope that difficulties are clearing a little. With best regards to Mrs.
Jordan, I am very truly yours,
Wm James
Jordan's reply was by return mail:
Stanford University
June 28, 1906
Dear Dr. James,
Your kind letter of June 20th with its enclosure is at hand. The
letter caused something of a commotion. Certain parts of it are based
on incorrect information and these caused me a certain amount of
embarrassment, but in the long run the general effect of it will be felt
for good. It has opened the way to a series of conferences between
members of the Advisory Board and the Board of Trustees. One result
of this has been the selection of a first-rate commission to investigate
the injuries to the University, the removal of the resident architect, and
finally it is probable that the whole matter of restoration will be placed
in the hands of a committee of the engineering men of the faculty. We
have made some additions to the Faculty since the earthquake and
raised some salaries, but I find no one professor or trustee who
approves the "horizontal" arrangement.
·
We are well, and Mrs. Jordan joins me in kindest regards to yourself
and Mrs. James,
Very truly yours,
David S. Jordan
Mrs. Jordan asks me to thank you for the vivid article in the Youth's
Companion. She would write-but she is plastering-which if long
continued is fatal!
There has been preserved a September 29, 19061etter of Jordan to James,
but it mostly repeats his letter of June 28. The final sentence reads: "We
would not wish to have the next earthquake happen soon, but if it must
happen, we hope that you may be here to see it."
Apart from a letter, December 19, 1909, of James to Jordan welcoming
him to stay with them during his attendance at the meetings of the American
Association for the Advancement of Science. the correspondence and contact
of James with Stanford, as far as the preserved records tell us, ends with the
following letter of Alice to Dr. Jordan:
Nov. 4, 1906
Dear Dr. Jordan,
We heard this last week that on the 23rd of the month there is to be
in Cambridge a meeting of College Presidents. 13
We hope that you are coming and that we may have the pleasure of
having you for our guest during the time that you are here. If, by any
happy chance, Mrs. Jordan is coming also, we shall be doubly glad.
It will be delightful to feel the Stanford world again. I cannot tell
you how sweet the memory of our life there has grown. I hope that the
year has treated you and Mrs. Jordan kindly. Please give her my warm
greetings.
Always sincerely yours,
Alice H. James
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This account of James's association with Stanford University and with
President Jordan in particular may be fittingly concluded by citing a part of a
letter James wrote to his friend, John Jay Chapman, on May 18, 1906: ''Alice
and I had a jovial time at sweet little Stanford University. It was the simple
life in the best sense of the term. I am glad for once to have been part of the
working machine of California, and pretty deep part too, as it afterwards
turned out. The earthquake also was a memorable bit of experience, and
altogether we have found it mind-enlarging and are very glad we ben (sic]
there." (Leuers of William James, Vol. II, p. 256).

Notes
lMuch of the factual information and the words or phrases in quotation marks
contained in this article are drawn from James's Diary. Permission to cite this material
has been granted by the Houghton Library, Harvard University. Mr. Gay Wilson Allen in
his book William James (1967) has also made some use of the Diary in covering the
Stanford period of James's life.
2By permission of the Director of the Bancroft Library, University of California,
Berkeley.
3AU letters of William James to David Starr Jordan are published by permission of
Mr. Alexander R. James, holder of the literary rights. The Manuscript Division of
Stanford University Libraries has kindly given permission to publish the letters in its
holdings.
4 By permission of the Director of the Bancroft Library, University of California,
Berkeley.
5From the J.M. Cattell Papers, The Library of Congress.

6Proceedinxs of the 7th Annual Meeting of the Association of American Universi·
ties, p. 49.
7The Dewey and Rolfe letters are in the Jordan Papers, Stanford University
Libraries, Archives Division.
8This letter likewise is at Stanford.
9
"Horizontal" meant that men of the same rank should uniformly receive the same
pay. Jordan's policy was that the professors be paid what their services were worth.
10May Wright Sewall, together with her husband, founded and was Principal of Girls'
Classical School in Indianapolis. She was very active in the equal suffrage and
international peace movements. Jordan visited her on his trip to the East. On his return
he must have communicated with James about her, because James's May 4 letter
mentions "notes." James must have received one of these "notes" before leaving
Stanford.
llThe letters of Jordan to James are published by the kind permission of Mrs. Ruth
Jordan Gates and Mr. Lee Knight Jordan. Harvard College Library has given permission
to publish the letters in its holdings.
12"Albatross" was the name of the ship which took some professors from Stanford
to study fish off the coast of Japan.
13Jordan spent three days in Cambridge and had dinner with the Jameses on the
24th.

LOQD BYQON A LA CAQTE
J. H. Haeger

S

trange are the allies of literature. Those of us who believe that
knowledge and understanding of great creative writing still constitute
one of the best hopes for a civilized people may feel a certain piquancy,
or pique, at the recent fortunes of Lord Byron in California. At present
Byron's poetry hardly rivals The Reader's Digest in popularity here, but this
condition may change as a result of the continuing benevolent efforts of
Private Enterprise in behalf of Culture.
In a shopping center in Milpitas, California, an unpretentious facade of
new wood and stucco announces a place for dining and entertainment under
the name of Lord Byron Pizza. It has a good location between Ernie's Liquors
and the hi£:vc:le tree, only a few doors from Walgr(•en Drugs, Alpha Beta
,\'upermarket. Newberrys [sic] • and Builders [sic J Emporium. I am told that
this restaurant is but one of a chain, that other branches do business in
Union City and in Salinas. No doubt there arc still others. No doubt the
the chain is growing.
The promoters behind this venture quite obviously belong to that group of
progressive pizza retailers who have given up the creaky old "pizzeria" image
in favor of a cuisine with Whimsical Associations. On the apparent premise
that an "ethnic" tone shrinks sales volume. pizza is now made to wear the
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straw hat of the gay nineties, or to don courtly regalia and sit at round tables,
or to listen to Wurlitzer organs and watch old time movies. Why should it not
also be Byronic? True, Byron may not have the "brand recognition" potential
of King Arthur, but what he lacks on that score he easily makes up in vague
connotations of ribaldry, sexual energy, and "poetic" identity. This is
sufficient to stir customers' curiosity and get them in the door.
Inside Lord Byron's the room layout and pattern of service imitates a
formula already proved successful by a competing chain. There is a stand-up
counter in front of the ovens where a sign reads "order food here"~ another
counter vends "salads and beverages." At the first, the customer orders his
pizza selection, pays his money, and gives the clerk his first name~ no
surnames, please. At the second, he purchases a salad ("Fresh greens and
vegetables. Choice of dressing .... $ .59") and a soft drink, coffee, tea, hot
chocolate, beer, or wine (soft drinks come in plastic tumblers-children, you
know). Then he sits down, either at a wooden table or at a raised hearth
where a gas flame laps at steel Jogs. Perhaps he looks around the room,
noticing a few slickly framed prints, the electric chandelier with candleshaped bulbs, the plastic tiffany lamp. Soon a stranger's voice calls his first
name with all the familiarity which a loudspeaker system permits, and he
obediently picks up his order. He then returns to his seat to eat his pizza
without plate or silverware. After having regaled himself at his meal, the
customer may wish to retire to a recess at the back of the establishment to
smoke and indulge in other diversions-pinball, air hockey, television-screen
soccer, simulated race-car driving, or electronic target practice. Such stimulation should quite nicely counteract tendencies to brood about the spirit of
Lord Byron.
I
One might b~gin to wonder, indeed, whether there is anything at all of
Byron in the place, whether the proprietors felt they incurred no obligation
whatever when they borrowed the name of the famous poet. But a reading of
the menu reassures. There one finds "Poetry in Pizza," nineteen selections
labeled with reference to Byron's life and writings, along with explanatory
comment and prices for small, medium, and large; for example:
No. 1. THE OH MY LORD
Combination
SMALL
$2.59
No. 1 1. ROMANTIC YOUTH
Ham
SMALL
$1.95

A legend in his own time, Lord Byron
was as infamous as he was famous.
MEDIUM
LARGE
$4.09
$5.19
Byron became the representative of
romantic youth. In both his literary and
personal life, emotion ruled over reason.
MEDIUM
LARGE
$3.05
$4.69

If these do not satisfy the palate, perhaps an admixture of Keats via
word-play will answer:
No.6. GRECIAN URGE
Olives

Scene of romantic youthful escapades,
Byron was to return to Greece many years
later on the final journey of his life.
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-or the name of an actual literary work of Byron's with a quotation about it
from one of his letters:
"I was half mad during its
No. 12. CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE
Mushrooms and Beef
composition, between metaphysicst_
mountains, lakes, love
unextinguishable, thoughts
unutterable, and the nightmare
of my own delinquencies .... "
-or racy details about his love life:
No. 17. AUGUSTA'S INDISCRETION
Mushrooms, Beef and
Sliced Tomatoes
No. 18. ANNABELLA'S TRIUMPH
Sausage, Mushrooms and
Sliced Tomatoes

The only woman who really
understood him-unfortunately she
happened to be his half sister. The
scandal haunted him to his grave.
She married him to reform him, but
was "obliged to substitute ...
romantic forgiveness." Her
ultimate departure sealed his doom.

-or perhaps a bit of witty effervescence:
No.8. SEAWORTHY AFFAIR
Shrimp
No. 3. HARROWING EXPERIENCE
Sausage

Byron had a girl in every port.
Travel is broadening, so they say ....
School years at Harrow were
dangerous and exciting.

It would be wrong to fault this whimsy on the score of truth and
accuracy. It would be humorless. pedantic, and over-sensitive to point out
that the "metaphysics and mountains" quotation attached to pizza No. 12
referred to only one canto of the four which make up Chi/de Harold (see the
letter from Byron to 'f.~omas Moore, January 28, 1817); or to quibble about
the scandal haunting Byron to his grave (pizza No. 17) by mentioning that he
lived lustily and productively for eight years after that affair with Augusta
and died not of remorse but of uremic poisoning while being bled white by
his doctors; or to suggest that Annabella's departure had less to do with
Byron's "doom" than his own flare for the dramatic and compulsion to spurn
society; or to wonder aloud what possible danger there was for a clubfooted
young man at Harrow. It would violate the spirit of such an enterprise in
culinary entertainment to complain about such things-just as it would be
mere carping to shake one's head over: "THE REAL GEORGE, Cheese ....His given name was George Gordon, but he much preferred his lordly title."
This business of titles is confusing and really not worth fussing over; so let us
ignore such misinformation about George Gordon Byron-even though the
logic of it would leave, say, Alfred, Lord Tennyson, without a surname during
the entire time before he became a peer.
Admittedly, the rest of the menu taunts the hypercritical almost unbearably. Each of its numbered divisions is called a "Sonnet." Thus salads are a
"Sonnet," burgers are a "Sonnet," and pasta is a "Sonnet." There is even a
"Sonnet" subtitled "His Lord's Brew." Never mind the fact that Byron never
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drank beer. or even that he wrote very few sonnets that are memorable other
than the one on Chillon. As for "Sonnet II," the wine list ("California's finest
Burgundy, Chablis or Rose (sic]"), it is captioned "Life's Enchanted
Cup" -an allusion to stanzas eight and nine in Chi/de Harold's Pilgrimage,
Canto Three. The hero's world-weariness is the subject:
Yet Time, who changes all, had altered him
In soul and aspect as in age: years steal
Fire from the mind as vigour from the limb;
And /.~f'e 's enchanted cup but sparkles near the brim.
His had been quaffed too quickly and he found
The dregs were wormwood. (Italics supplied.]
What wine connoisseurs might think of this is debatable, but those who read
poetry in context will prefer "His Lord's Brew" to Byron's "Enchanted
Cup."
Finally, and above all, we must restrain any uncharitable sneering sense of
irony toward pizza promotions in the name of one who felt as Byron did
about food. He hated it. He regarded eating as a loathsome necessity and
almost never dined in public. Cursed with a constitutional tendency to
obesity, he resorted to starvation diets and purgatives to combat it; this
practice, indeed, was largely the cause of his pallid complexion, giving him
that white skin deemed a mark of male beauty in nineteenth-century
European culture, and thus contributing to the attraction and fascination
many women felt toward him. Moreover Byron had such a phobia about
food, in combination with his attitudes about sex, that he could not bear to
see a woman eat.
Yet I insist it would be wrong to cavil at such things, for Lord Byron Pizza
has truly benevolent intentions. I quote from the blurb on the back of the
menu:
A legend in his own time, George Gordon, Lord Byron today is
largely a figure consigned to English Literature 10 I. Too bad. For his
verse and his life make fascinating reading. Perhaps this brief sketch
[referring to three sentences preceding the present quotation] may
inspire you to go back and meet the man again. And now, you may ask,
what has Byron to do with pizza and other fine foods and beverages?
Absolutely nothing at all. We like Byron, we like serving our friends
good food and drink, and we hope you'll like us well enough to return
again and again. To each his own.
Who could resist the openhearted friendliness, and particularly the logic, of
such an appeal? Traditionally, restaurant proprietors expend large sums of
money to create the appropriate atmosphere: Elizabethan restaurants even go
so far as to import portions of buildings from Renaissance England and to
dress the personnel in period costumes; in London the patrons, themselves,
perform Greek dances at La Taverna Byron. But none of this authenticity
nonsense for Lord Byron's Pizza. Liking both Byron and the restaurant
business is enough to justify this new contribution to Culture. A few
quotations and allusions-which need be neither relevant nor appropriate nor
accurate-will suffice to make the general public feel that something clever i~
going on and that the name of Lord Byron can become a household word a~.
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memorable as Alka-Seltzer. After all, is it not better to associate his name
with a touch of heartburn than to leave him consigned to English Literature
101? (One of Byron's favorite terms was "cant," a word now unfortunately
dropped from our lexicon-but I digress.) What better mood might one wish
in which to reread, say, "Stanzas for Music" than that promoted by a
stomach full of "Augusta's Indiscretion"?
Clearly, then, Private Enterprise once more has achieved that happy
combination of self service and public service. We can all rejoice at the
solution it offers: if the people are reluctant to rise to an appreciation of
literature, what could be simpler than to bring literature down to the level of
a belch?
And if I laugh at any mortal thing
'Tis that I may not weep; and if I weep,
'Tis that our nature cannot always bring
Itself to apathy ....
-Don Juan Canto Three, iv.

POETQY
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Francis Lehner
OLD MAN IN A COLD MONTH
Drowsy on my couch
I stare at the fire
Dead years burn,
man flesh melts,
brittle bones soften
and I rise
Phoenix from the flames
boy explorer on
a river beach
roasting weiners
in summer dusk,
October Indian chanting
round a leaf fire
dancing
A log shifts
I move
to poke the coals

QEPQI~E=

TO A MOU~E

Under the dome of our propane tank
we found one day a mouse's nest, brown
grass woven roughly circular. With
a bombing sweep of my hand, house and
mouse plopped to earth. He hesitated
a wide-eyed moment near the ruptured
mansion where he'd built a warm winter,
then hurried off, homeless and afraid.
Sharp air and a gray sky promised snow.
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OrloStrunk
A BACKYAQD MI&TAKE
The mistake the crocus made
was conspicuous,
advertised in blue and yellow
on the white page of winter.
It judged the dryer's steam
to be April sun,
and it came forth to greet
the new life of Spring.
But March will not tolerate mistakes.
Being only human,
we built a Spring
of cellophane
and with the crocus
we stand against
the winter.
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MOUQNING DOVE8
Behind my house a pair of mourning doves
Share a world that makes of me a refugee.
However softly I come to them in love
They leave their greenery, not wanting me
Nor caring that it is I who leave the seed
And boast to neighbors of their contrail song.
I must be satisfied with the good deed
And learn that mourning doves do not belong
To my human reciprocation creed.

TtiE BLACK FIQE
I have in me a black fire,
ignited at a primal breast.
No one can see the flame
dancing behind my eyes.
I have learned to turn the heat
to ice. It is the ice others feelcold-blue and empty.
The blackness of this fire,
brother only to earth's inner parts!
I walk across its coals
on feet calloused by reason;
and I
like the whole world
am applauded.
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Naomi Clark
THE BOOK<£,
Here in summer's dry blur even salamanders blacken;
all winter in this interior city the winds of Cocytus blow.
Books creep off shelves, off my sagging desk, cover tables
and chairs, spread slowly over the floors, hide beneath furniture.
I have taken three more husbands, my husband says, and
ninety-nine lovers: full of books tonight the bed
turns him away. He says I have misunderstood the Prophet:
ninety-nine concubines and four wives he allowed, and the Blessed
are born men. The books don't care;
they slide out the springtime windows,
out through the crack under the door,
roll on the irrigated lawn and under the lilacs,
at the edge of the desert labor and give birth.
White leaves push up through the baked clay,
booklets sprout across the dry bed of Lake Borax,
~II up the slope of Burnt Mountain dictionaries are blooming.
Let them go. I'll sweep clean this savaged bower.
Bare again, it shall be our cave. We'll play.
We'll grow scales and chitinous shells,
sprout feathers. We'll mock all tongues.
Our bones will elongate to manes,
our spines flow up into trees,
our hands into clouds and mountains.
Mohammed misunderstood. This bed shall bloom
our happy copulation and we, all apples eaten,
shall kiss a blessing, fly insatiate home.
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THE CADEBEQIZ
Another Yle is there, fulle fair and gode and gret, and fulle of
peple, where the custom is suche, that the first nyght that thei
ben maryed, thei maken another man to lye be hire Wifes, for to
have hire Maydenhode: and therfore thei taken gret Huyre and
gret Thank. And ther ben certeyn men in every Town, that serven
of non other thing: and thei clepen hem Cadeberiz ....
-Sir John Mandeville

am the Cadeberiz.
I am the proxy the fearful groom sends
in the dark to his newmade bride. I stay busy.
Stadiums tremble
with long roars, knives flash, needles, the long
chase on the screen, noon duel, moon blast fast hammer
brain chisel gut sell no end never the quick dick the trick
mission imposs the posse exec suite bunny the big
kill dry hills ripped furrows alleys mailed knuckles
waist chains freeways phallic projectiles in the sky giant
phalluses, a jellied fire of semen,
and every bride a virgin. I stay busy.
I am the stand-in, the Cadeberiz. How they love me, how they open to me,
the soft thighs, the rich plush, how they
laugh. "We did not know men could be so gentle." How they laugh,
how they moan, how they tremble. Escape is not easy. Fatigue is a hazard.
And the husbands complain. "Why are you so different?" the wives
ask. "At first you were so gentle. At first
you were strong but gentle. I was alive. You knew
who I was." The husbands complain.
But I stay busy. The teeth, sharp, maybe poison, the fangs, the sharp
fangs, tile poison in the deep well, the nest of snakes,
the old dead dried pike's head where the rich soft flesh should be,
these insure my position. No need to resume tasting execrable wine.
No need to acquire an agent, go into films.
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Sometimes
I meet them, in the street, by a river.
Their eyes, like a startled boy's, try me,
question, examine. They never can guess how they knew me. Sometimes
in maternity wards where their newborn infants squall and struggle,
they look at me with the eyes of a large dying skate mocked
at the end of a party, with the eyes of a whale beached on Funland shore.
Sometimes I meet them, redfaced, squalling,
in supermarkets with their bloated children, their bloated husbands,
in ecstasy at the roller derby, maenads at political rallies.
I think of retiring. They, the husbands,
they fear the first night. I fear the second.
The teeth in time, the tangled roots,-the tongue;
I naked on sand on a rock at the edge of the shore,
the great wave, the dream fall: down, down,
the stone's sink to the depths of the sea,
the stillness at the center of vortex,
at the core stillness. I too am afraid.
I am the Cadeberiz. Somewhere
in one long embrace a couple dances. In her tongue the sun, in his
the moon. Her legs are about his hips, her arms
round his neck. They dance. Circle and number, one.
Somewhere two persons converse. They speak
with eyes, with hands, with fingers, with bodies. They
understand. In his eyes suns burn,
in hers the moon. They speak with tongues. They speak with
words, with signs, with symbols, with toe~ and noses.
One, they become five. They dance.
Somewhere two persons listen together. They hear. Somewhere it rains,
the small flowers murmur together, the birds, and the earthworms.
Here, I stay busy.

FICTION

WE'LL
~EE ABOUT THAT
De nos P. Marvin
"Crito, I owe a cock to Asclepius; will you remember
to pay the debt?"
"The debt shall be paid, "said Crito; "is there
anything else?"

-----··---~

··-·---

-·

·---

Dr. Harbel U. Schaftman is a man to be approached cautiously and never
abstractly. To challenge his authority is to challenge a nation-a way of life-a
tenacious and altogether sincere belief that America is the beautiful. Whatever
the "glass," he sees himself reflected there as a marvelously fit, diploma'd
cowboy in the sky, a quick-draw dialectical sheriff packing thesis-and-antithesis on his hips and ready to synthesize it out with all comers. Especially does
he encounter challengers to the State Educational Code, which, even as a
child, he must have imagined it was his duty to protect, with a literal-minded
exactness that only Kafka could sufficiently portray. He wants facts and they
had better be in single syllable "thing" words or Albert Bagton 's efforts to get
Larry Kramer reinstated will come to nothing.
I've told, I try, I am still trying to tell this to Bag ton. But he doesn't hear,
or if he does, it is of no matter anyway. H.U. Schaftman is President of
Valleybottom College in answer to a call rather than an offer, and he is not
likely to have his "chosenness" questioned by a disheveled and deranged
certified kook like Bagton, accompanied by a temporarily unbalanced,
though otherwise "productive" senior English instructor. -1 know that but
still I am dutifully here.
Schaftman will view the action he took with Larry Kramer as unassailably
within the great American tradition which, as president of Valleybottom, he
is pledged to preserve, propagate, polish, and promulgate. To him Kramer and
other students of his ilk are incipient symptoms of an unjustified, unhealthy
social disorder which, if dealt with quickly and expeditiously, will arrest the
alarming spread of moral and intellectual decay in his and other colleges
throughout the nation. Any attempt on Bagton's part to intercede on
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Kramer's behalf-even a passionate portrayal of the boy as an exceptional
student and talented writer (which indeed he is)-will be similarly viewed. My
presence as a "second" to Bagton will, I am sure, leave me forever
treasonously and heretically suspect in Schaftman's eyes. Ah, to know this
and still be inextricably here!
To Bagton's specific charge that Kramer's civil liberties have been violated
(at least I think that will be his position), Schaftman will respond that civil
rights are not an issue here. Kramer was expelled, after all, not because of the
"subversive" content of his leaflets but because he was distributing them in
an unauthorized area where Board policy ("which you know, Mr. Bagton,
ipso facto is state law in California") expressively forbids such activity.
Solomon will have spoken, a look of embarrassed contempt will shine from
Bagton's face-I will nod understandingly-and Schaftman will glow with
redemptive self-assurance, sure in the knowledge that once again he had
demonstrated what a great and far-seeing silver-spectacled man he was. I
know that. I have told Bagton as much. And still here I am-more out of
some vague fealty to the Junior-Senior tradition at Valleybottom than to any
deep feelings about the alleged violation of Kramer's First Amendment rights.
We simply have a policy in the Language Arts Department that non-tenured
instructors be accompanied by a senior member of the Department if ever the
former should be foolish enough to present a grievance to the President.
Bagton is that kind of fool, and as the Department's newly elected
"Instructor Advocate," it has fallen my lot to accompany him in this quixotic
farce. I really had no choice; I only wish that there were some way to have
already made my feelings (or lack of them) clear to Schaftman in advance of
this meeting. Still, Bagton does have a right to be here, and he does have a
right to a second, and Schaftman will simply have to understand that I'm
doing my job. But he won't. I know that. He will think of a dozen
unobtrusive politic ways by which I could have avoided being a party to this
civil rights carnival (as he sees it) and will assume that there is a latent
tendency toward subversiveness in my character which escaped him when he
recommended me for tenure some eight years ago. Oh ... God!
We're sitting in the expensively carpeted vestibule outside his office now.
We've still fifteen minutes until our 11: 15 appointment, and were it up to
Bagton we'd be in the faculty lounge having coffee and playing dominoes
instead of, as he puts it, "sitting around early in this glorified 'Chevy'
showroom very much like pages in a Shakespearian oleo." I must agree. The
atmosphere here is stifling middle-class posh and obtained at no little cost to
the taxpayers who would, of course-given their corporate construct of
education-view the expenditure as reassuringly justified, entirely consonant
with their "numero uno" concept of the men who work here and the
"numero uno" importance they attribute to their actions. The expulsion of
Larry Kramer for leafleting would be a laudable case in point.
Situated in this blue carpeted chromium plated mini-mausoleum are what I
would characterize as two "outer-office-kits." For purposes of identification I
will refer to them in the manner of Dr. Seuss as Kit-1 and Kit-2. Kit-1 belongs
to Dr. Schaftman and is assembled about ten paces from his office doorsomewhat strategically placed to the side of his gauche emporium. Kit-2
belongs to the Dean of Instruction and is situated in similar Kamikaze fashion
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with respect to his office. In the context of the simulated reality of this place,
the "kits" might better be called people-machine ensembles. It is here where
the insane memos of the President and Dean are crafted in their "ready for
Stockholm" form. I have calculated that at salaries of 35 and 25 thousand
dollars per year respectively, the President and the Dean have earned about
$11,000 this year on the subject of dogs in the quad, $3,000 on lost keys,
and about $5,000 each on the academic calendar. No wonder they are mildly
contemptuous of Fullerton's "Atlantic First." They are also singularly brave
(and appropriately remunerated, too,) in their actions on behalf of keeping an
old Anglo-Saxon word out of the college weekly and barefeet from the
cafeteria_l'm wondering ... if dogs were chained and s-c-r-e-w brought back
to the idiom-what would America do with her ex-colonels?
Bagton is decidedly and characteristically euphorically relaxed. Although,
as I have found out, he was hired sight unseen under emergency "Augustan"
conditions and has been employed here for only six months and (as I have
warned him) is certain to gravely endanger his chances of continued
employment (even as a token "Hippy") if he persists in charging the President
with having violated Kramer's First Amendment rights, he is nevertheless at
this moment seated with an oblivious calm that is quite authentically and
almost disturbingly early Christian or old Eastern. His appearance is nothing
short of bizarre and I must own up that when he first "manifested" himself
on campus in September, I was not the last faculty member to gasp.
We had convened in the college theatre as is customary, and Schaftman
was already into an annoying and threatening harangue about the alarming
campus trend toward too many A's and B's and not enough C's and D's. He
was somewhere about "their improved performance or your laxity in
standards" when I noticed that his voice was trailing somewhat more than
usual and that he was staring fixedly toward the back of the theatre. He
paused, reached for the water tumbler near his hand, never, however,
lowering his gaze from the spot upon which it was riveted. He bowed his head
somewhat jerkily and I thought I caught a glimpse of a quiver as he brought
the glass to his lips.
There was a decided rustling at the back of the house, perhaps even
twittering, although I cannot clearly recall. Suddenly I was turning cautiously
with everyone else to see what had brought this slight tremor to the mountain
Schaftman. It was my first vision of Albert Bagton. For a moment I thought
that the AV Department was treating us to an unscheduled demonstration of
holography or that perhaps the Drama Department was early into the fall
production of some melodrama, with student actors costumed as locomotive
engineers. It never occurred to me that the man might be "new faculty."
Since then I have become familiar with his "Snoopy" suit, his outrageously
dignified 19th century swallow tails (for student concerts), and his barefeet
for more casual occasions (visiting the mailroom).
My concern today, of course, is only that he will unnecessarily antagonize
Schaftman with consequent unfortunate and damaging effects upon his
chances for continued employment-however slight they might already be.
The fact is that Schaftman has already let it leak in the secretarial pool that it
has lately come to his ear that there have been some serious breaches of
handbook policy taking place in Bagton's classes as well as in that
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suspiciously curtained VW-Van that he parks "down below" on days when his
wife isn't using it. The fact that there is nothing going on in most of our
Valleybottom classes, curtained or otherwise, would be of no consequence to
the President. I know that.
I'm aware now that Bagton is shifting and leaning in his seat and I see that
he's fishing in that leather bag that usually hangs from his harness-belt ("my
tote bag" I believe he calls it). He's found some cigarette papers and a little
plastic pouch filled with tobacco (or something like it) and with a dexterity
that defies my clumsy belief he has pinched, wrapped, and rolled a rather
handsome looking cigarette.
Kit-1 and Kit-2 have slowed from 90 w.p.m. and are now both idling at the
rate of about a $60 memo per hour. Miss Fitzsimmons, the President's
secretary, is eyeing Bagton like a quota-hungry narcotics agent and I
hypothesize that at a personnel hearing it will be made out that I was an
accessory to the fact or something equally incriminating. Miss Fitzsimmons
could easily hold off a horde of Bagtons and Larry Kramers while Schaftman
burned the "Policy Handbook." Froliche Fritzi as she is known among the
obtuse idolaters of alliteration in our Language Arts Division has been with
Schaftman for some 17 years, following him from "call" to "call," as it were,
and she is, dear frayed, wisped woman, certainly worse for the wear. I don't
see how it could be helped.
-Sorry, gentlemen, no smoking please!
Her voice is toast crisp, indiscernibly on the side of burnt politeness; she has
masterfully timed her remark to coincide with the striking of the match.
Bagton says not a word. He makes the sign of the cross, politely and
respectfully protrudes his tongue, places the cigarette neatly on the tip, curls
it into his mouth, and complacently chews and swallows it. I am more than
ready to perform a similar ceremony and for reasons quite distinct! Miss
Fitzsimmons is a caricature of shock. I think she may vomit. The Dean's
secretary, I believe, is about to scream.
-Miss Fitzsimmons, if Mr. Carlsbad and Mr. Bagton are here won't you
please send them in?
He knows we're here. He knows perfectly well that I know that not to be
here at exactly 11: 15 would find him regrettably too busy to see us at 11 :20,
and that further, while it would be of no serious concern to Bagton, failure to
keep an appointment with him always invites an invidious tsk, tsk, tsk,
presidential postscript to our annual fitness reports about instructor "Jones,"
who is otherwise satisfactory, being somewhat deficient with respect to
punctuality.
Miss Fitzsimmons, who on the surface seems to have recovered all aspects
of her former pension-assured aplomb, cocks a honing eye at us, raises herself
with a dignified flap and-with a voice steeped and steadily pitched in
gradually rising tones of pecking authority-speaks to us at the presidential
level:
-Gentlemen, Dr. Schaftman will see you now.
We, or better said, I, rise uneasily from my chair. It strikes me now with a
peculiarly felt, rather than an intellectualized reality, that I am about to be a
second party to the first in a confrontation with The Administration. Miss
Fitzsimmons bestows a benignly piteous smile on me, which is not in the least
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wasted as it adds appreciably to my anxiety. There is not the slightest
suggestion in her attitude to show that she realizes I am here in my role of
Instructor Advocate. To the contrary, I am sure she sees me as having joined
"him" (she would never think of Bagton by name) in filing a protest over the
dismissal of that juvenile Marxist cretin Larry Kramer. I am here though, and,
characterizations be damned, I am on my feet and I, Instructor Advocate
Philip Carlsbad, am walking with Albert Bagton across this sea of carpet that
undulates, deceptively soft, to the shores of King Schaftman's empire.
Bagton is walking evening-tide strides ahead of me like some beaded
Spartan on his way to a civil rights demonstration in Asia Minor. I sense an
aggressive defensiveness in my attempt to match his stride and rhythm but
the gait of a beaded Spartan is beyond me, and I'm sure that my step is more
that of an Elizabethan sailmaker or a Corinthian potter. Certainly not that of
a long-haired Lycurgus. I'm recollecting how I have taught this "scene" from
a hundred novels and find that the three-second fact can indeed be a timeless
reality.
He hasn't asked us to sit. He is standing appropriately "Iowa tall" behind
his appropriately massive carrier-ship desk (personally I fault him a point for
not being seated and feigning deep engrossment over one of his $5,000 "loose
dog" memos) and his eyes are filled threateningly with the look of policy. He
bolsters the ridiculous aging Davy Crockett posture with a constitutional
clearing of the throat, yet the effect loses its promise in the actual fine print
quality of his speaking voice.
-Good morning, Gentlemen.
-Good morning, Dr. Schaftman.
-Yeah.
-You wanted to see me.
-Yes.
-Yeah.
Bagton has just very casually walked to the door and closed it quite
decisively. He returns to the desk and with a movement that I regard as being
somewhere between a vault and a transfiguration, he floats his body upwards
and settles himself comfortably over a considerable section of the port bow
of Schaftman's desk. He's crossed his legs and his luminescently hand-painted
yellow cowboy boots stream down the front of the desk almost like a
light-show. A rather elaborate set of tweezers hangs from his Apache
fruit-of-the-loom belt and, strangely enough, I find myself imagining that
these ridiculous tweezers would translate in an instant to an Arthurian sword
should Bagton so will it. I note also that there is a less literary and quite
mundane large tear in the seat of his pants on the side favoring generally and
politely the direction of Doctor Harbel U. Schaftman·, President of
Valleybottom College.
-1 want Kramer reinstated.
Bagton delivers the remark quietly with a directed toss of his hair toward Dr.
Schaftman. Except for the words themselves, he might as easily have said:
"Pass the salt, Schaftman," or "Sorry, Dr. S., this seat is taken," or "That's
my change, Mister."
As if it were I who had spoken, Schaftman turns an astounded measureof-the-man sfare at me. My first impulse is to blurt defensively: "Don't look
at me! Remember I'm just the duly elected Language Arts Instructor

64
Advocate!" But the steady silence, Bagton's absolute nirvanic calm,
Schaftman's awkward erectness have fused with eight years of classroom
angst, and there is welling in me a primitive and exhilarating sense of pride at
being here. Schaftman is making a mounumental effort at self-control, totally
lost in the blanching of his finger tips pressed hard and white on the desk top.
-Lawrence Kramer has been expelled from this campus for direct
violation of Board policy, and no amount of special pleading by anyone for
any reason will have any bearing on that decision. You may's well know that
now in advance of any discussion; furthermore, I will thank you, Mr. Bagton,
if you will ...
-Cut the shit, man. We're-I'm not here to "plead" anything. I'm here ...
-I'll not have you using that kind of ...
--to demand that you reinstate that man.
-And I'm here to tell you that Board policy is state law in Californiawhatever it might be in New York, Mr. Bagton-and for as long as I am
President of this ...
-Board policy is shit, man-defined as law and you know it. You've ...
-I'll not have you using that kind of ...
-You've got a hundred "legal" illegal proscriptions in that "Policy
Handbook" and you know it, man.
-That remains to be seen.
-You bet your ass it remains to be seen and that's why we're-I'm here.
Either you reinstate Kramer or I'm going to the A.C.L.U. and you'll be
explaining your actions to a Federal judge, Schaftman. Can you dig it, man!?
I want Kramer reinstated and now, baby! ! !
Finally I am seeing Schaftman with the eyes of my craft. The man is an
absurd caricature of power, a puffed pedant, a facade of strength, a nubile
bureaucrat who, having climbed paper mountains all his life, for the first
time has set his foot on the hard ledge of reality. He is pathetically dizzy with
his first feel of unyielding truth.
-That's right. We want Larry Kramer reinstated!
Am I being ventriloquized, I wonder? Is it I or, in some fashion beyond
reason, has my body been given over to some feisty juvenile anarchist so that
I will stand here, no-lean here-laconically against this wall and tell Dr.
Harbel U. Schaftman, whose powers are derived from the "community," that
I, Philip Carlsbad, bonehead English Instructor par excellence, supreme
composer of marginal notes, tested and indefatigable committee worker,
extra-curricular daemon, and but recently elected Instructor Advocate, that I,
easy-to-schedule-and-never-known-to-complain Instructor Carlsbad, am in this
moment saying exactly what I feel in two outlandishly simple declarative
sentences: "That's right. We want Larry Kramer reinstated."
-Yeah. And like today, man.
The externalized illusion will vanish now, I am sure. Schaftman. The Dr.
Schaftman who for a moment had disappeared in existential imagery will
return to focus and assume his usual sharp and arrogant stature of keeper of a
moral and muscled America. But he doesn't! He doesn't. He doesn't. He
doesn't!
-You Mr. Bagton and you, too, Mr. Carlsbad. Now listen carefully to what
I have to say: For as long as I am President of this college-there will be no
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violations of Board policy-covert or overt-by anyone, what-so-ever. My job
is to enforce that policy, not interpret it, and I aim to do just that! You cite
the Constitution to me, but let me remind you that ours is also a
"government of the people, by the people and for the people" and that
means this community-not some crew of shyster legal-wizards, who don't
even pay taxes in this state-coming here in the name of Constitutional
abstractions to tell us how to run our schools and how to discipline our
students. You get that straight. If this is to be a court case-well, we'll see
about that! And, now, you will both either leave this office immediately-at
once-or I shall call the campus police and have you removed forcefully!
The formerly impressive "lower-forty" twang is still recognizably in his
voice and I hear it now as the signal of a man parched and dry in these new
times of a new plenty. Schaftman, a phantom, as he walks to the door with
shadowy strides and thrusts it open with a foolishly scripted act of
decisiveness.
-Out!
Bagton cascades with a graceful Peloponnesian flow of body from the desk
to the floor. I follow him, feeling a new leisure and strength in my stride, a
new truth in my heart, a first blood in my veins. Bagton will surely be fired. I
will surely be pressured to resign. And Larry Kramer? Well, we'll see about
that.
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&!MENON IN TWO GENRE&
R.M. Keils

Georges Simenon is a big name in European literature. So big that after a fifty
year career he finds himself much more than a novelist: he is both a prince of
show business and the head of a family-run world-wide business enterprise
that turns out literature in many forms-translations of his books, movies of
them, and, until his announced retirement in 1973, new novels. He is best
known for the Maigret series of detective novels, but his keen observation of
the human mind under intense stress is the thesis of his non-category novels
as well. That he is relatively unknown in America is perhaps a point of
encouragement to Simenon, for he wants very much to escape the popular
legend and to establish himself publicly as he believes himself to be. The
export of his own hand-crafted image to new territory is the hope of the
exile, an attempt to defeat the monster that the shallow and gossipy world
has made of him. The result is When I Was Old, 1 a collection of journals
which Simenon kept for his children to read in the event of his early death.
He would have us call them "notebooks," not "journals."
Anyone who has written over two hundred novels, most every one a
popular as well as an intellectual success, plus an unknown amount of
practice material under pseudonyms, has got to have fertilized a plantation of
jealousies and other raw material for lies. Wherever the world Simenon has
made his home, reporters and critics have moved in on him: reporters to feed
on the popular Simenon, critics on the intellectual. He writes fiction and they
write fiction about him. His is good and theirs is bad. That's the way he sees
it, anyway, so they become the objects of his distemper and part of the
reason for his maintenance of these three personal notebooks from 1960 to
1963. Case in point:
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A significant detail comes back to me as I look through press clippings,
which I always find more or less irritating. Someone who saw these
notebooks ... wrote in effect:
"Simenon only writes on one side of the page in the notebooks he
keeps, which is revealing."
Revealing of what? Does he see in it an intention of publication,
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texts to be sent for composition being written only on one side of the
page? It's much simpler than that. If I only write on the recto, it's
because in a notebook it is uncomfortable to write on the verso because
of the bulge it forms, and besides it is unpleasant to see the writing
through the transparency of the preceding page. What use is there in
explaining such natural things to a journalist?
A critic is like an impotent man who talks of making love. Simenon knows it,
and he gives the academic writers the put-down they often seem to beg for. "I
have a bellyful of the intellectuality into which people ... plunge me in spite
of myself." "How, out of what, a novel is made, is nobody's business, and
especially its author shouldn't know."
To avoid explaining, to write simply and to be simply appreciated is
Simenon's wish for both his fiction and these notebooks. He is the hardware
existentialist: the inventor, not the engineer. Explanations and abstractions
confound him, since they are the vehicles of misrepresentation. And he is
equally afraid of misrepresenting himself as he is of the deceit of other
writers. He succeeds in When I Was Old in not explaining himself. He relates
experiences; he dramatizes his life and career; he philosophizes; he immortalizes people he has known (as often as not no favor to them). But his prime
achievement in this book is the malleability of it all. He refuses to reread his
entries and he freely, perhaps intentionally, retraces his ideas and often
contradicts himself. The book could be organized under such headings as: his
career, his legend, politics, the nature of man, other artists, and his private
life. But the piecemeal style of journal-keeping puts the burden of overall
coherence on the reader.
Simenon, the would-be simple man, hates philosophies and even reflections showing up in his fiction (though the novels belie this claim). His raw
material is always spontaneity, both his own in creation and that of his
characters in their evolution: "the births of the characters must never be too
thought out, or willed," he says. He does not diagnose his characters'
motivations; he simply leads them to their fate, living an experience through
them and seeing how they come out. "My characters, to my mind, go to a
point where the psychiatrists can take them over. I mean that my patients,
carried a few steps further, would become theirs .... I take so-called normal
men and carry them as far as possible without reaching the pathological." But
when his mind wanders toward the theoretical: "I write novels which I feel. I
tell about men whom I try to understand, and at the same time I wonder if
this isn't a kind of new romanticism, this time a romanticism of the masses,
which would be worse than romanticizing the individual, and which could
lead ...
"Shit on abstract ideas!" [His ellipsis.]
Simenon must often pull himself from the critical trap he finds so deep
and rediscipline himself to focus on solid and demonstrable properties ("I
have always loved cartography"). If his fiction shows a relentless wonder at
psychology, one of his hobbies is the equally relentless devouring of medical
journals. Thus he can approach human spirituality through the more metric
mysteries of the organism. He tells of a similar premise for his novels:
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Like the great naturalists, I would like to focus on certain human
mechanisms. Not on grand passions. Not on questions of ethics or
morality.
Only to study the minor machinery which may appear secondary .... For this reason I choose characters who are ordinary rather
than exceptional men. The too-intelligent man, the too-sophisticated,
has a tendency to watch himself living, to analyze himself, and, by that
very process, his behavior is falsified.
l devote myself, in short, to the least common denominator.
That "denominator" is a sort of philosophical protoplasm. He feels, and
wishes to articulate, a unity not only between all men but one of life itself. "I
often speak of the naked man in contrast to the clothed man."
"What a dream to go back, if it were possible, like the biologist, to the
unicellular organisms!" Romanticism or sobriety? The contest between the
dreamer and the biologist in Simenon leads him to distrust his own thinking
and to embrace the spontaneous unlabeled impulse. "l am against every
established order, against every imposed discipline." But a month later he
wrote: "I am by nature, a man who respects rules .... l have never had a
single ticket, not even for parking my car illegally."
Mixed up? No-misrepresented, he would say. "Speaking, and, even more,
writing, make it necessary to be precise and, in doing so, to falsify." Whether
this inequality that Simenon finds between precision and truth is the cause of
his anger toward the explicators, or vice versa, I don't know, but it has led
him to fear his medium and to find a greater artistic solidarity with painters
than with writers.
The most colorful paradox of When I Was Old is that with which he has
the least difficulty, perhaps because it involves no abstractions-only actions.
Simenon, who comes across as the most successful of husbands and fathers,
makes this note:
Saturday, celebrated the end of the novel [The Door] with D. [wife
Denise] with loving and passionate fireworks. It is marvelous to find
the wife and the female in the same woman. And the pal, because, as
usual, in the night club where we went l took the telephone numbers of
three performers. Four, to be exact. Which embarrasses me.
Because l really don't want them that much. l shall go to see them
to set my mind at rest, so as not to be left with the itch of desire. I shall
enjoy it much less than with my wife. Still, a necessary hygienic
measure. In this way dreams and vague urges are purged which I believe
poison most marriages.
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Such "hygienic measures" would lead the average couple to the divorce court.
But "D. is not jealous" -in fact she approved the contents of When I Was Old
before publication. Here is the temptation to the critics to begin anew their
monster-making. But, as the author says, "it's much simpler than that." The
Simenons' relationship is apparently based on unusual priorities that recognize the sacredness of the couple as the molecule of human life, and the
cosmic solidarity of all life which is still a frontier to both the abstractionists
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and the experimenters. Again-romanticism or sobriety? The resolution is
that same refuge from reflection. Of his life as well as his art, Simenon's final
position is that its content is nobody's business, and especially its author
shouldn't know.
The publication of these notebooks suggests the opposite, of course, and
the publication of diaries is among the purest of romantic acts. Finally, the
self-contradiction that characterizes When I Was Old suggests that Simenon is
a novelist who wishes he were not a romantic, all the while romanticizing
himself. Notebooks aside, "romance" and "novel" are artistic as well as
linguistic relatives; they are not wholly separable. Simenon is in a quandary
trying to prove them strangers.
In the light of this (if it be light), a note on a novel. One day in the life of
Jean Chabot was published as L ·ours en Peluche in 1960, the year in which
the notebooks of When I Was Old were begun. It appeared as Teddy Bear 2
(English language version) in 1972 as part of an obvious Harcourt plot to
bring the two books nearly simultaneously to American stores. The reason is
clear to readers of the notebooks: Teddy Bear is one of the novels spotlighted
in When I Was Old. because evaluation of the novel was found often in the
critical droppings of the early sixties. "De Fallois and Mauriac do not
understand," says the author. "The other critics will not understand either,
which means they do not understand the meaning of my novels."
Jean Chabot is a famed Paris obstetrician who has spent his life guiding
women through childbirth and who spends the day of the novel secretly
guiding his pistol-equipped hand toward a certain human target. The killing is
the act of a healer who is unable to help himself out of his own malaise.
Indeed, his being a doctor is a special curse on himself. He visits a psychiatrist
friend and instead of seeking aid in these last few minutes of peaceful
upperclass life, he finds joy in his ability to out-maneuver his colleague on the
other's home turf. Much of the plot is the recapitulation of past events that
show a little of how Chabot got to his sad state, but the reassessment is far
from a self psychoanalysis. Analysis is too oriented in the past and Chabot is
too busy with the present. There are new babies to intercept, lectures to give
to the next generation of M.D.s, and patients eager for the comfort of his
hands and his voice. The spontaneity of parturition is the sort of roller
coaster on which Simenon novels move, and Teddy Bear is in keeping with
the style.
The key interlude in Chabot's life is his carnal knowledge of a young girl
employed at his clinic. "Teddy Bear," he calls her, for reasons best left to the
Freudians. She is an Alsatian, a racial inscrutable and as such a symbol of all
the human subtleties unrecognized by this great man of medicine. He makes
love to her while she sleeps (romanticism or sobriety?) but the machine he
has created, his large, efficient clinic, insulates him from knowing the purity
of the frontier she represents. He gets only hints of the new and simple
experience of knowing her before she quenches her life in the Seine. He loses
his emotional equilibrium and plots further death as a result.
Simenon explains it his way in When/ Was Old-and make no mistake, his
way of explaining a Simenon novel is the only way. If he allows less
abstraction than the hints I have allowed above he must indeed be disappointed with the critics who devote chapter after chapter to his work. Simenon
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may have legitimate complaints against his self-appointed representatives, but
surely in his monomania he is trying to save all the joy of his literature for
himself by insisting that others see only what he sees. He wishes to do with the
Simenon corpus what the fundamentalists have done with the Bible. He won't
get away with it. Copyright or not, the readers of the world are an author's
heirs, the critics his executors.

Notes
lGcorges Simcnon, Wlren I Was Old, translated by Helen Eustis (New York: Harcourt
Brace Jovanovich, 1971), 343 pp. $8.50.
2Gcorgcs Simcnon, Teddy Bear, translated by Henry Clay (New York: Harcourt
Brace Jovanovich, 1972), 162 pp. $5.95.
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inquirer once asked Maurice Ravel about the intent of his "Bolero"
and its long, gradual crescendo. Ravel candidly replied that the work
}\
should be taken for what it was-"orchestral effect without music."
There was much in Lord Beaverbrook's isolationist attack upon the League of
Nations and its advocates that paralleled the composition, intent, and
assessment of Ravel's popular work. Under the British press lord's baton, the
climax of his newspapers' anti-internationalist crescendo was also gradually
attained, designed primarily for effect, and entertained with equal levity. A
chief difference was that Beaverbrook, who at this time was rhetorically at his
best, embroidered his compostion with thematic variations, and on occasion,
with imaginative, multiple inventions.
A much more statesman-like analogy is suggested by A.J .P. Taylor,
Beaverbrook's most recent biographer. Taylor maintains that in June 1940
Britain actually experienced an enforced policy of isolation with armaments
(similar to that advocated by Beaverbrook) and that this policy enabled the
nation to survive the second world war with fewer casualties than the first. 1
Taylor does not, however, show how Beaverbrook's isolationist arguments
could have been applied to international affairs of the 1920's or to the
various crises of the 1930's. Nor does he indicate how Britain could have
exercised such a policy without abdicating her world-wide responsibilities.
Also it is difficult to understand how a policy supposedly designed to prevent
war can be justified by its forceful imposition during a wartime emergency.
Instead, the picture which emerges from the examination of Beaverbrook's
isolationist views as represented in his letters, articles, and especially his
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newspapers' campaign of the early 1930's is less one of statesmanship and
more one of showmanship.
Born in Canada in 1879 Lord Beaverbrook (William Maxwell Aitken) was
already a self-made millionaire when he departed for England in 1910. Upon
his arrival there he immediately immersed himself in high politics. As an
ardent supporter of Joseph Chamberlain's Tariff Reform movement (which
wanted Great Britain to give preference to empire trade), Beaverbrook was
elected a member of Parliament and became the confidant of Conservative
party leader and future prime minister, Andrew Bonar Law. Intimately
involved in the political intrigues of World War I that produced the coalition
government of Lloyd George, Beaverbrook was rewarded with minor office
and raised to the peerage. He remained close to the center of power until
Bonar Law died in 1923.
During the war years he bought the Daily Express primarily for the
purpose of advancing his political ideal of imperial unity. Shortly thereafter
he founded the Sunday Express, acquired the Evening Standard in 1923, and
turned all three newspapers into successful mass-circulation enterprises. The
Dai(v Express soon rivaled the Daily Mail, England's first mass-circulation
daily and the anchor of the newspaper empire of Lord Northcliffe and his
brother Lord Rothermere. After Northcliffe's death in 1922, Beaverbrook
and Rothermere, although close personal friends, frequently launched circulation wars. These wars were characterized by notorious press stunts, which
continually placed the two press lords before the public in a pejorative light.
Of the two, Beaverbrook always engendered more respect from the opposition. "There is a difference between the stunts of our two Press Peers,"
declared Tile Newstatesma11 and Nation, May 16, 1931, "Lord Rothermere's
are just sheer blatant, pernicious nonsense. Lord Beaverbrook's are mainly,
but not entirely, nonsense."
Because of his unorthodox methods of acquiring publicity, and also
perhaps because of his colonial background and his reputation for wheeling
and dealing, Beaverbrook (much like his life-long friend Winston Churchill)
was greatly distrusted by the Conservative party leadership. He was especially
disliked by Prime Minister Stanley Baldwin who excluded Beaverbrook from
political influence during the Conservative government of 1924-1929. Upon
the Conservative defeat in the 1929 election, Beaverbrook (with the help of
Rothermere) tried to take over the leadership of the Conservative party by
instituting an Empire Free Trade Crusade. The Crusade was central to
Beaverbrook's philosophy of imperialism and while it caused a stir for a few
years, it failed to bring him control of the party .2 Baldwin retained his
leadership of the Conservative party, and after the failure of the Labour
government in 1931, dominated the ensuing National government which
ruled Britain through World War II.
In all these years, until he was appointed Air Minister in the Churchill
government of 1940, Beaverbrook was primarily on the outside looking in.
His political frustration was symbolized by the growth in popularity of the
concept of internationalism as embodied in the institutions of the League of
Nations. Since the foreign policies of the Labour, Liberal. and Conservative
parties, to varying degrees all supported at least the concept of the League, in
England Beaverbrook was virtually alone (except for the extreme left and
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extreme right) in raising his voice against the League. Yet the isolationstinternationalist conflict which his newspapers featured was characteristic of
the world-wide ideological competition during the interwar years. 3
Prior to the 1930's Beaverbrook's newspapers had frequently challenged
British attempts to settle foreign disputes through agreements involving
international commitments such as those advanced by the abortive Geneva
Protocol of 1924 which would have bound Britain to compulsory arbitration
of disputes. Similarly Beaverbrook attacked the Treaty of Locarno of 1926
by which Britain guaranteed the western borders of Germany. Beaverbrook
saw Locarno as the "handmaiden" of the League of Nations and frequently
described it well into the 1930's as that "wicked" and "bad old treaty" which
was no less than the "Magna Carta of the warmongers." By the spring of 1931
these intermittent attacks were coordinated into an all-out anti-internationalist campaign primarily focused upon debasing and embarrassing the League of
Nations and its supporters in Britain such as the nonpartisan and influential
League of Nations Union.
This campaign was instituted when Beaverbrook saw his imperialist and
isolationist ideals seriously threatened by the efforts of the peace movement
on behalf of the League and the 1932 Disarmament Conference. It was
sustained by the Labour and National governments' flirtation with international commitments, the Manchurian Crisis, the Franco-German antagonism,
and the popularity of the concept of collective security. It reached its climax
when the League of Nations Union inaugurated the Peace Ballot of 1934-35
by which millions of Britons voted their approval that Britain stand behind
the League of Nations in its application of economic sanctions against an
aggressor nation. Beaverbrook relaxed his offensive when the League was
permanently damaged by the events leading to Italy's takeover of Abyssinia,
whose outcome he correctly foresaw.
Apart from his delight in doing battle, the basis for Beaverbrook's
anti-internationalist campaign derived from his commitment to Joseph
Chamberlain's Empire ideal. "My policy," he told Lord Rothermere, "is an
adaptation of the political faith of Joe Chamberlain and inspired by his
campaign." 4 On the positive side, this commitment was translated into a
three-pronged "war prevention" policy of imperial unity, armed might, and
isolation. On the negative side, it necessitated attacks against the League of
Nations, disarmament proposals, the balance of power, alliances, collective
security, all of which he felt involved "foreign entanglements." For
Beaverbrook, imperialist and internationalist interests were irreconcilable.
"Britain's strength," he was fond of repeating, lay "in the Empire, the real
League of Nations." Therefore, Britain had to choose to "which League of
Nations it will belong, the true or the false." Isolation and Empire went
hand-in-hand. Internationalism and Empire were incompatible ideas. 5 This
so-called conflict between Empire and internationalism was never accepted by
most League supporters. In fact. the prominent internationalist Norman
Angell supported virtually any governing arrangement that lawfully went
beyond the ties of the simple nation-state. And, while he tendered numerous
qualifications, he usually reached the same conclusion about sustaining the
Empire as imperialist Beaverbrook.
Despite the reptcsentation of the British Empire at Geneva, Beaverbrook
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saw the League performing a grave disservice to the cause of imperial
solidarity. Support of the League, he held, automatically defused imperial
fervor because of its attempt to undermine patriotism, and thus play down
the uniqueness of the British Empire. The internationalist's most egregious
blunder, Beaverbrook asserted in a famous exchange with Sir Norman Angell,
was the erroneous assumption that there were no differences among nations. 6
He charged that the League advocates continually attempted to neutralize
British nationalism, and, to the extent they succeeded, undercut the League's
claim as a true League of Nations. Therefore he felt that the anti-nationalistic
bias of the League required counter-balancing, and he encouraged his
newspapers to feature anti-League propaganda. On this score, his editors
needed little prodding. On one occasion, the front-page editoral of the
Sunday Express (April 17, 1932) fulminated against the League of Nations
Union members for "fooling around with the National Anthem," the lyrics of
which had been changed at the L.N.U. meeting from: "0 Lord Our God,
arise,/Scatter His enemies,/And make them fall," to the verse: "May just and
righteous laws,/Uphold the public cause,/ And bless our isles." The next day,
Rothermere's Evening News went one better by declaring that the "craze for
watering-down the really British things seems to be spreading from our beer
to our songs." On a previous occasion, the Sunday Express (July 12, 1931)
prominently featured an article entitled "No-man's Land Babies Who Speak
54 Tongues," which went on to poke fun at the intermarriage of League
officials in Geneva and the multi-national children they produced. This news
item did have its comical side, admitted John Gordon in his editorial. "But,"
he contended seriously, "how can they be Britishers; they will be patriots
without a patriotism and citizens in a tiny little polyglot world of their own."
A second article on the front page chided, "there is scarcely a parent who
could answer his son if he asked 'What shall I do in the next great war,
daddy?'"
That there would be war on the continent to rectify Germany's claims
against the Treaty of Versailles, Beaverbrook had not the slighest doubt. And
this was another reason why he attacked the League as being detrimental to
Britain's imperial interests. The league was involving England in entanglements upon the continent, Beaverbrook declared. "Foolish pledges" to
France and her allies, over issues in which the Dominions had not the vaguest
interest, would lead Britain into war without the support of her Empire. Time
and time again he cautioned the British government to mend its ways since
Canada was following the isolationist policies of the United States (which
Beaverbrook esteemed), and Australia, New Zealand, and South Africa had
already expressed their unwillingness to follow Britain in her Locarno
commitments. "The Dominions are not parties to the pledges. They are not
marching by our side in the policy of entanglements. Their path is diverging
from ours." 7
When challenged by W.J. Brown that his isolationist policy would create
the same conditions that led to World War I and lead to a new war with
Germany, Beaverbrook disagreed, but he also asserted, "And which would
you rather have-war with Germany accompanied by a French alliance and
neutral Dominions, or war with Germany in which Dominions fight by our
side? Believe me, you cannot have both, for the Dominions will not follow us

